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CLASS THE NINTH. 


ODE I. 


——== 
TO 


ST. CECILIA's DAY. 


BY THOMAS BISHOP, M.A. 
OF WADHAM COLLEGE. 1683. 


| 


Cecilia, charming saint, we raise 
Our $ouls to thee in songs of praise ; 
Fill with seraphic strains our thoughts, 
With heav*nly music tune our notes: 
For none dare speak or sing of thee, 
Unless inspir*d by sacred Harmony. 
A tuneful concert then be made, 
Bring in the lute and viol to our aid ; 
The joyful train of instruments command, 
Taught by Cecilia*s powerful hand. 
See how the trembling strings, all, at Cecilia's name, 
In grateful notes give back their Music whence it came ! 
Behold how they rejoice to move, 
And celebrate her once abode below, as now her reign 
above ! | | | 
B 2 


4 ODES, | Ode I. 
The melancholy flute forgets to mourn 
Forsaken Damon's sad despair 3 
_ Andall the rising notes return 
« Cecilia!* in a brisk and more exalted air. 
Tir'd with the rough alarms of war, 
The martial trumpet hither does repair, 
Joys with a milder blast to 8well, 
And on Cecilia's praises dwell ; 
Joys here a peaceful saint to yield 
Those 8ounds, due to the fighting hero and the noisy 
field. | 
And the majestic organ, known 
Cecilia's care and art alone, 
That warms us with divine desires, 
And kindles in our souls zeraphic fires ; 
The $ounding organ does aspire, 
With its monopoly 
Of tuneful sounds, to pierce the sky ; 
And join with its own saint in concert in the heavenly 


choir. 


Cecilia's sacred memory, 

Whilst Music lives, $hall never die: 
Music, the charming magnet of the whole, 
Of Heaven and Earth the mighty $oul ! 

Music, that sweetens all our mirth, 

And gives new blooming joys their birth, 
That drives pale sorrow from our breast, 
And lulls our waking cares to rest; 


Ode 1. ODES, 5 
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Our willing soul resigns to thee, 
Thou tun'st its pass1ons to thy harmony : 
By thee *tis led at every turn, 
And even joys with thee to mourn ; ' 
Quick as its thoughts at every sound flies out, 
And hovers o'er the trembling accent of each dying note. 


GRAND CHORUS, 


To Music and Cecilia's name 

Let every year return the same: 
Whulst we the praise of both rehearse 
In sounding accents, grateful verse; 
And, in those praises that we give, 
We ourselves hall joyful live. 


_— 


_—— 
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ODE II. 


| 


ON 


ST. CECILIA's DAY. 


BY JOHN OLDHAM, B. A. 


I, 
| Bear the song,. your instruments advance, 
Tune the voice, and tune the flute, 
Touch the silent sleeping lute, 
And make the strings to their own measures dance. 
- Bring gentlest thoughts that into language glide, 
Bring softest words that into numbers slide ; 
Let every hand and every tongue 
To make the noble concert throng— 
Let all in one harmonious note agree 
To frame the mighty song, 
For this is Music's sacred jubilee. 
It, 
Hark, how the waken'd strings resound, 
And break the yielding air! 
The ravish'd sense how pleasingly they wound, 
And call the listening $0ul into the ear ! 
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Ode II, ODES, 7 
b- | Each pulse heats time, and every heart 
= With tongue and fingers bears a part. 
| By Harmony*s entrancing power, 
When we are thus wound up to ecstacy ; 
Methinks we mount, methinks we tour, 
And seem to antedate our future bliss on high. 
III. 
How dull were life, how hardly worth our care, 
But for the charms that Music lends ! 
How faint its pleasures would appear, 
But for the pleasure which our art attends ! 
Without the sweets of melody, 
To tune our vital breath, 
Who would not give it up to death, 
And in the silent grave contented lie 1 
IV. 
Music's the cordial of a troubled breast, 
The softest remedy that grief can find; 
The greatest spell that charms our care to rest, 
And calms the ruffled passions of the mind. 
Music does all our joy refine, 
It gives the relish to our wine, 
_ *Tis that gives rapture to- our love, 
And wings devotion to a pitch divine; | 
ATis our chief bliss on earth, and half our Heaven above. 


CHORUS. 


Come then, with tuneful throat and string, 
The praises of our art let's sing ; 
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Let's sing to blest CEctL1a's fame, 

That grac'd this art, and gave this day its name ; 
With music, wine and mirth conspire 

To bear a concert, and make up the choir ! 
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ODE III. 


ON 


ST. CECILIA's DAY. 


BY THO. SHADWELL, ESQ. 1690. 


—— 


=E O sacred Harmony, prepare our lays, 
= While, on Cecilia's day, we sing your praise, 
XZ From Earth to Heaven our warbling voices raise 


WT join, all ye glorious instruments around, 
The yielding air with your vibrations wound, 
EA nd fill Heaven's conclave with the mighty sound, 


4 You did at first the warring atoms join, 
EMade qualities most opposite combine, 
While discords did with pleasing concords twine. 


The universe you fram*'d, you till sustain ; 
ithout you, what in tune does now remain 
Would jangle into chaos once again. 


t does your most transcendent glory prove, 
hat, to complete immortal joys above, 


l! 


10 © ____ ODE$, Ode III, 


There must be harmony to crown their love. 
Dirges with sorrow $till inspire 
The doleful and lamenting choir, 
With swelling hearts and flowing eyes , 
They solemnize their obsequies ; 
For grief they frequent discords chuse, 
Long bindings and chromatics use. 
Organs and wiols sadly groan 
To the voice's dismal tone. 


If Love's gentle passions we 

Express, there must be harmony : 

We touch the soft and tender flute, 

The $sprinkling and melodious lute, 

When we describe the tickling smart 

Which does invade a love-sick heart: 

Sweet nymphs in pretty murmurs plain, 

All chill and panting with'the pleasing pain, 
Which can be eas'd by nothing but the swain. 


If poets, in a lofty epic strain, 
Some ancient noble history recite, 
How heroes love, and puissant conquerors fight, 
Or how of cruel fortune they complain ; 
Or if the Muse the fate of empires sings, 
The change of crowns, the rise and fall of kings— 


CHORUS, 


| 


"Tis sacred Music does impart 
Life and vigor to the art; 


J——_— _ 


— — w—_ ————— x ra >.< a 


—— 


_ 
»V 
y 

q 


Ode III. ODES., TI 


— 


bo — 


1t makes the dumb poetic pictures breathe, 
Victors' and Poets? names it saves from death, 
How does the thund'ring martial song 
Provoke the military throng ! 

The haut-boys and the warlike fife, 

With clamors of the deafening drum, 

Make peasants bravely hazard life, 

And quicken those whom fears benumb! 

T he clangor of the trumpet*'s sound 

Fills all the dusty place around, 

And does from neighbouring hills OY 
Io triumph when we sing, 

We make the trembling valleys ring. 


GRAND GHORUS, 


== All instruments and voices fit the choir, 
=£& While we enchanting harmony admire. 
8 What mighty wonders by our arts are taught, 


What miracles by sacred numbers wrought 
On earth! in Heaven, no joys are perfe&t found, 
Till by celestial harmony they're crown'd. 


ODE TV. 


CC 
ON 


ST. CECILIA's DAY. 


BY NICHOLAS BRADY, D. D. 1692. 


— —_— 


Hai! bright Cecilia, hail ! fill every heart 
With love of thee and thy celestial art ; 

That thine and Music's sacred love - 

May make the British forest prove 
As famous as Dodona's vocal grove : 

Hark ! hark ! each tree its s1lence breaks, 
The box and fir to talk begin! 

This 1n the sprightly violin, 

*That in the flute distin&tly speaks! 

*Twas sympathy their listening brethren drew, 
When to the Thracian Ilyre with leafy wings they flew 
"Tis Nature's yoice ; by all the moving wood 

Of creatures understood : 

The universal tongue to none 

Of all her numerous race unknown ! 

From her it learn'd the mighty art 

To court the ear, and strike the heart : 


Ode IV. ODES. 13 
At once the passions to express and move ; | 
We hear, and straight we grieve or hate, rejoice or love : 
In unseen chains it does the fancy bind ; 
At once it charms the sense, and captivates the mind. 
Soul of the world ! inspir*d by thee, 
The jarring seeds of matter did agree ; 
Thou didst the scatter*d atoms bind, | 
Which, by thy laws of true proportion join*d, 
Made up of various parts one perfe&t harmony. 
Thou tun'dst this world below, the spheres above, 
Which in the heavenly round to their own music move. 
With that sublime celestial lay 
Dare any earthly sounds compare ? 
If any earthly music dare, 
The noble organ may. 
| From Heaven its wondrous notes were given, 
(Cecilia oft convers'd with Heaven,) 
Some Angel of the sacred choir 
Did with his breath the pipes inspire ; 
And of their notes above the just resemblance gave, 
Brisk without lightness, without dullness grave. 
Wondrous machine! 
To thee the warbling lute, 
Though us'd to conquest, must be forc'd to yield : 
With thee unable to dispute, 
The airy violin 
And lofty viol quit the field ; 
In vain they tune their speaking strings, 
To court the cruel Fair, or praise victorious Kings. 
Vol. XV1II, C 


0 


I4 ODES. Ode IF, 


———  —————————————— 


hilst all thy consecrated lays 
Are to more noble uses bent ; | 
And every grateful note to Heaven repays 
The melody it lent. | 
In vain the amorous flute and soft guittar 
Jointly labor to inspire 
Woanton heat and loose desire ; 
Whilst thy chaste airs do gently move 
Seraphic flame, and heavenly love. 
The fife and all the harmony of war 
In vain attempt the passions to alarm, | 
Which thy commanding sounds compogse and charm, 
Let these among themselves contest, | 
Which can discharge its single duty best, 
Thou summ'st their differing graces up in one, 
And art a concert of them all within thyselt alone. 


GRAND CHORUS, 


Hail! bright Cecilia, hail to thee! 
Great Patroness of Us and Harmony ! 
Who, whilst amongst the choir above 
Thou dost thy former skill improve, 
With rapture of delight dost s2e_ 
Thy tayourite art 
Make up a part 
Of infinite felicity. 
Hail! bright Cecilia, hail to thee! 
Great Patroness of Us and Harmony ! 


* 
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ST. CECILIA's DAY. 


PP — — 


BY THEOPHILUS PARSONS. 1693. 


Crertia, look, look down, and see 
A tribute paid to Harmony, 
A tribute paid to Heaven and Thee: 
And while we Music's praise rehearse, 
In lower notes and fainter verse, 
Warm you, great Saint, your willing choir, 
With your own celestial fire. 
May you move on every string, 
Warble 8weets in every voice, 
In every note your grateful influence sing, 
And by your aid confirm our happy choice. 
Eldest of arts, and universal spring 
Of every thing ! 
When beings in a dark confus1on lay, 
Thy voice the sullen gloom did chase, 
Matter did its form embrace, 
And Chaos fled before the new-born day. 
| Heaven look'd, and all good things did see, 
And all that good arose from Harmony. 
C 2 
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Parent of all! thou still dost sway, 
And o'er this lower world preside ; 

Man and his passions thee obey, 

As meaner waters the commanding tide, 
Or that, the moon's imperious ray. 

Beauty may wound th* unguarded eyes, 
And slowly creep into the heart : 

But Music quick as lightning flies ; 
The pleasure dances with the smart, 

And melts and trills through every part. 
Without the magic of the Fair, 

We love, we sigh, and we despair, 

We catch at sounds, and grasp the fleeting air. 
Hark ! hark! the trumpet calls to arm; 
What vein $0 drowsy feels not the alarm, 
And wakes not at th' inspiring charm ? 

The warlike horse already paws, 

And neighs aloud his warm applause. 
In vain is now the $softening flute, 

In vain the warbling of the Jute, 

Or the gay violin's persuading airs, 

The philtre glides successless through our ears. 

Ev*n Cecilia's voice no more can tame 

The forward hero's lust of fame. 

A charm might vanquish, if apply'd, 
A madman's frenzy, or a woman's pride : 

Temper with hope the lover's fears, 

(An April-shine to gild his tears) 

The weather of our happiness abate, 
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| Softer than Love, yet absolute as Fate, 
But, oh! more subtle virtue flows, 
Such jarring pass1ons to compose. 
Still, still the work, O sacred Harmony, is thine! 
We hear, and straight the ruffled soul 
Is still; the billows cease to roll, 
The swelling streamms decline, 
And every wounded faculty is whole. 
- Thus, at the shepherd's tuneful cry 
Divided flocks together fly : 
The rivulets their murmurs cease ; 
Without a breath of wind the trees, 
And smiling Nature's all around at peace. 


GRAND CHORUS, 


Tune all your instruments aloud, 

Glad voices mingling with the cheerful croud ; 
Sacred be your tuneful lays, 
Sacred to Cecilia's praise. 

Thus we'll grateful offerings bring, 

| Yearly thus her praises sing : 

Til), join'd in chorus with our Saint above, 
We take a nobler theme, to prove 

By endless Harmony immortal Love. 
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ST. CECILIA's DAY. 


_ BY THOMAS YALDEN. D.D. 1693. 


_ _ — um 
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I, 


Becin, and strike th* harmonious lyre! 
Let the loud instruments prepare 
To raise our souls, and charm the ear, 
With joys which Music only can inspire: 
Hark, how the willing 3trings obey ! 
 Toconsecrate this happy day, | 
Sacred to Music, Love, and blest Cecilia. 
In lofty numbers, tuneful lays, | 
We'll celebrate the virgin's praise : 
Her skilful hand first taught our strings to move: 
To her the sacred harp we owe, 
Who first anticipated heaven below, 
And play*d the hymns+ on earth, that she now $ings 
above. | 


| ; 17. 

What moving charms his tuneful voice contains ! 
Charms that through the willing ear 
A tide of pleasing raptures bear, 


And, with diffusive joys, run thrilling thro? our veins, 


Oaz VI. ODES. 19 
The listening soul does sympathize, 
And with each varied note complies, 
While gay and sprightly airs delight, 
Then free from cares, and unconfin'd, 
It takes, in pleasing ecstacies, its flight : 
With mournful sounds, a sadder garb it wears, 
Indulges grief, and gives aloose to tears. 
Il. 
Music's the language of the blest above, 
No voice but Music's can express 
The joys that happy souls possess. 
Nor in just raptures tell the wondrous power of Le. 
"Tis Nature's diale&t, design'd 
To charm, and to instruct the mind. 
Music's an universal good ! 
That does dispense its joys around, 
In all the elegance of sound, 
Tobe by men admir'd, by angels understood, 
IV. 
Let every restless passion cease to move! 
And each tumultuous thought obey 
The happy influence of this day, 
For Music's unity and love. 
Music*s the $oft indulger of the mind, 
The kind diverter of our care, 
The surest refuge mournful grief can find, 
A cordial to the breast, and charm to every ear. 
Thus, when the prophet struck his tuneful lyre, 
 Saul's evil gents did retire: 
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In vain were remedies apply'd, 
In vain all other arts were try'd : 
His hand and voice alone the charms could find, 
To heal his body, and compose his mand. 
FE 

Now let the trumpet*s louder voice proclaim 

A solemn jubilee : 

For ever $acred let it be, 
To skilful Jubal's and Cecilia's name, 

Great Jubal, author of our lays, 
Who first the hidden charms of Music found, 

And through their airy paths did trace, 

The s;cret springs of svound, 

When from his hollow chorded $hell 

The soft melodious accents fell, 

With wonder and delight he play'd, 
While the harmonious strings his skilful hand obey'd, 

X VI, 

But fair Cecilia to a pitch divine 

Improv*d her artful lays: 
When to the organ $he her voice did join, 

In the Almighty's praise ; 
Then choirs of listening angels stood around, 
Admir'd her art, and liest the heavenly sound. 

Her praise alone no tongue can reach, 

But in the $trains herself did teach : 

Then let the voice and lyre combine, 

And in a tuneful concert join 

For Music's her reward and care, 
Above sh' enjoys it, and protects it here.. 


Ode FI. ODES, 21 
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GRAND CHORUS, 


Then kindly treat this happy day, 
And grateful honors to Cecilia pay : 
To her these lov*d harmonious rites belong, 
To her that tunes our strings, and still inspires our 
SONS. 
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ON 


ST. CECILIA's DAY. 


BY THEOPHILUS PARSONS, 1699. 


Bresr Cecilia! charming maid! 
Where $hall mortals seek for aid, 
Thee to sing? whose tuneful lays. 
Shall thy skill in music praise ? 

_ Inspir'd by thee, thy sons their duty show, 
And imitate below, 

With pious love, 

What Angels sing above. 

With breath the spacious organ fill ; 
With vital breath the trumpet swell ; 
Inspire the softening flute with skill ; 
 Andlet Cecilia, Goddess of our song, 
In melting accents eyer dwell 

On every string and every tongue. 


For ever $acred be the day, 
Beyond all others bright and fair, 
Ever joyous, ever gay, 
When first divine Cecilia found 
The magic art to quicken the long silent air 
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With all the energy of sound. 

Up to the skies, 

On new-fledg*'d wings, 

From earth celestial Music flies, 

And joins in concert with the Cherub's strings. 
Down from their blissful bowers they came ; 
Came down, to listen and admire 

The mighty animated frame, 

Itself a quire. 


She smil'd, 
Cecilia smil'd, to see 
The Cherubs muld, 
With hovering wings descending from on high : 
Like nimble lightning swift and gay, 
O'er all the Keys her wanton fingers play ; 
The ready notes obey her touch : 
Dissolv'd in ecstacy 
Th immortal beings lie ; 
Divine Cecilia charms too much. 


Her sprightly treble, warbling sweet, 
Glides through the veins - 
On even feet, 
And binds the soul in s1iken chains : 
The yielding soul with softness it disarms, 
And, like a woman, charms. 
With manly grace the bass stalks high, 
Array'd in awful majesty : 


ODES. Ode II. 
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Its haughty bound and pompous seund 

The $pirits warm, the soul alarm, 

And $hake the trembling air around. 

Between the two extremes the tenor flows 

In gentle streams,. persuading union as it goes. 
And now in perfect harmony 

The blended parts agree, 

And glut the listening ear with melody, 


The treble starts ; 
On swift division leads the chace, 
And quite out-strips the loitering parts. 
The rumbling bass, with-clumsy pace, 
Pursues the fleeting fugitive, 
And all in triumph does her backward drive : 
But see! 
The friendly tenor; all for unity, 
Does mildly interpose, | 
And joins them in a full compounded close. 


She paus'd awhile; 
For'silence has in music place. 


The ravish'd Cherubs, with a si1lent mile, 


Disclose amazement on each face. 
Again $he plies the loud machine; 
Again intranc'd the Cherubs lie ; 
Immortal, yet in pleasures almost die. 
Thrice the lovely Maid | 
Paus'd ; and thrice $he play'd ; 
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And thrice she shew'd the power divine 
And wondrous force of modulated sound, 
That like a mighty torrent flows, 
Victorious as it goes, 

_ And sweeps away the strongest mound, 


CHORUS, 


With breath the spacious organ fill ; 
With vital breath the trumpet swell ; 
Inspire the softening flute with skill; 
And let Cecilia, Goddess of our song, 
In melting accents eyer dwell, 

In every string and every tongue. 


_— 
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ST. CECILIA's DAY. 


AS ALTERED 


BY MR. POPE. 
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Descenv, ye Nine! descend and SIng 3 
The breathing instruments inspire ; 
Wake into voice each silent string, 
And sweep the sounding }yrel 
In a sadly-pleasing strain 
Let the warbling lute complain : 
In more lengthen'd notes and slow, 
The deep, majestic, solemn organs blow, 
Hark! the numbers soft and clear 
Gently steal upon the ear ; 
Now louder they sound, 
Til! the roofs all around 
The $hrill echoes rebound : 
Till, by degrees, remote and small, 
The $trains decay, 
And melt away, 
In a dying, dying fall. 
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By Music, minds an equal temper know, 
Nor $well too high, nor s1nk too low. 
If in the breast tumultuous joys arise 
Music her soft assuasive voice apphes ; 
Or, when the $soul is sunk in cares, 
Exalts her with enlivening airs. 
Warnors she fires by sprightly sounds 
Pours balm into the lover's wounds : 
Pass10ns no more the sou] engage, 
Ev*n fattions hear away their rage. 
111, 
Amphion thus bade wild dissension cease, 
And soften'd mortals learn'd the arts of peace, 
| Amphion taught contending kings, 
From various discords, to create 
The music of a well-tun'd state ; 
Nor slack, nor strain the tender strings, 
Those useful touches to impart, 
That strike the subjet's answering heart, 
And the soft sjilent harmony that springs 
From sacred union and consent of things, 
IV. 
But, when our country's cause provokes to arms, 
How martial music every bosom warms ! 
When the first vessel dar*'d the seas, 
The Thracian rais'd his strain, 
And Argo saw her kindred trees 
Descend from Pelion to the main, 
D 2 
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Ode P11, 
 Transported demi-gods stood round, 
And men grew heroes at the sound, 

Inflam'd with glory's charms! 
Each chief his sevenfold $shield display*d, 
And half unsheath'd the shining blade : 
And seas, and rocks, and skies rebound 

To arms, to arms, to arms ! 

V. 

But when through all th* infernal bounds, 
Which flaming Phlegeton surrounds, 
Sad Orpheus sought his consort lost : 

The adamantine gates were barr'd, 

And nought was seen, and noughbt was heard, 
Around the dreary coast; 

But dreadful gleams, 
Disnaal screams, 
Fires that glow, 
Shrieks of woe, 
Sullen moans, + 
Hollow groans, 

And cries of tortur'd ghosts! 
But hark! he strikes the golden lyre, 
And see! the tortur'd ghosts respire, 

See shady forms advance ! 
And the pale spectres dance ! 
The Furies sink upon their iron beds, 
And snakes uncurl'd hang listening round their heads. 
| VI. 
By the streams that ever flow, 
By the fragrant winds that blow 
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O'er the Elysian flowers ; 
By those happy souls that dwell 
In yellow meads of Asphode, 
_ Or Amaranthine bowers; 
By the hero's armed $hades ; 
Glittering through the gloomy glades, 
By the youths that died for love, 
Wandering in the myrtle groye ; 
Restore, restore Eurydice to hife : 
Oh, take the husband, or return the wife! 
8 
He sung, and hell consented 
To hear the poet's prayer ; 
Stern Proserpine relented, 
And gave him back the fair. 
Thus song could prevail 
O'er death and o'er hell, 
A conquest how hard and how glorious! 
Though fate had fagt bound her, 
With Styx nine times round her, 
Yet music and Jove were victorious. 
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ODE IX. 


ON 


ST. CECILIA's DAY. 


BY CHRISTOPHER SMART, M.A. 


I. 
From your lyre-enchanted towers, 
Ye musically mystic Powers, 
Ye, that 1form the tuneful spberes, 
Inaudible to mortal ears, 
While each orb in ether swims 
Accordant to th* inspiring ad, ; 
Hither Paradise remove, 
Spirits of Harmony and Love! 
Thou too, divine Urania, deign to appear, 
And with thy sweetly solemn Jute 
To the grand argument the numbers suit ; 
Such as sublime and clear, | 
Replete with heavenly love, 
Charm th* enraptur'd souls above. 
Disdainful of fantastic play, 
Mix on your ambrosial tongue, 
Weight of sense with sound of gong, 
And be angelically gay. 
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II. 
And you, ye sons of Harmony below, 
How little less than Angels, when ye sing! 
With emulation's kindling warmth shall glow, 
And from your mellow-modulating throats 
The tribute of your grateful notes 
In union of piety shall bring. 
| Shall Echo from her vocal cave 
Repay each note the shepherd gave, 
And $hall not we our mistress praise, 
And give her back the borrow'd lays? 
But farther still our praises we pursue 
For ev'n Cecilia, mighty maid, 
Confess'd she had superior aid— 
She did—and other rights to greater powers are due; 
Higher swell the sound and higher: 
Let the winged numbers climb : 
To the heaven of heavens aspire, 
Solemn, sacred, and $sublune; 
From heaven Music took its rise, 
Return it to its native skies. 
Ill, 
Music's a celestial art; 
Cease to wonder at its power, 
Tho” lifeless-rocks to motion start, 
Tho? trees dance hghtly from the bower, 
Tho” rolling floods in s8weet suspence 
Are held, agd listen into sense. 
In Penhurst plains, when Waller, sick with love, 
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Has found some s1lent, solitary grove, 
Where the vague moon-beams pour a silver flood 
Of tremalous light athwart th' unshaven wood, 
Within an hoary mo3s-grown cell, 
He lays his careless limbs without reserve, 
And $trikes, impetuous st:ikes each querulous nerve 
Of his resounding 5tzell. 
In all the woods, in all the plains, 
Around a lively stillness reigns ; 
The deer approach the secret scene, 
And weave their way thro* labyrinths green 
While Philomela learns the lay, 
And answers from the neighbouring bay. 
But Medway, melancholy mate, 
Gently on his urn reclines, 
And all-attentive to the lute, 
In uncomplaining anguish pines ; 
The chrystal waters weep away, 
And bear the tidings to the sea : 
Neptune in the botsterous seas, 
Spreads the placid bed of Peace, 
While each blast, 
Or breathes its last, 
Or just does sigh a symphony and ceae.. 
1v. 
Behold Arion—on the stern he stands, 
Pall'd in theatrical attire, 
To the mute strings he moves th* enlivening hands, 
_ Great in distress, and wakes the golden lyre : 
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While in a tender Orthian strain 
He thus accosts the mistress of the main : 
By the bright beams of Cynthia's eyes, 
Thro* which your waves attracted rise, 
And aCctuate the hoary deep ; 
By the secret coral cell, 
Where Love and Joy and Neptune dwell, 
And peaceful floods 1n silence sleep ; 
By the sea-flowers, that immerge 
Their heads around the grotto's verge, 
Dependent from the stooping stem 3 
By each roof-suspended drop, 
That lightly lingers on the top, 
And hesitates into a gem); 
By thy kindred watery Gods, 
The lakes, the rivulets, founts and flaods, 
And all the Powers that live unseen 
Underneath the liquid green ; 
Great Amphitrite (for thou can'st bind 
The storm, and regulate the wind) 
Hence waft me, fair Goddess, oh waft me away, 
vecure from the men, and the monsters of prey ! 
V. 
He sung—The winds are charm'd to sleep, 
Soft stillness steals along the deep, 
The Tritons and the Nereids sigh 
In s0ul-reflecting sympathy, 
And all the audience of waters weep. 
But Amphitrite her dolphin sends—the same, 
Which erst to Neptune brought the nobly perjur'd dame, 
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Pleas'd to obey, the beauteous monster flies, 
And on his scales as the gilt sun-beams play, 
Ten thousand variegated dies 
In copious streams of lustre rise, 
Rise o'er the level main, and s1gnify his way,— 
And now the joyous Bard, in triumph bore, 
Rides the voluminous wave, and makes the wish'd-for 
Shore, 
Come, ye festive, social throng, 
Who sweep the lyre, or pour the song, 
Your noblest melody employ, 
Such as becomes the mouth of joy 
Bring the sky-aspiring thought, 
With bright expression richly wrought ; 
And hail the Muse ascending on her throne, 
'The main at length subdu'd, and all the world her own, 
VI, 
But o'er th* afeGions too she claims the 8way, 
Pierces the human heart, and steals the soul away ; 
And as attractive sounds move high or low, 
Th” obedient duCtile passions ebb and flow, 
Has any nymph her faithful lover lost, 
And in the visions, of the night, 
And all the day-dreams of the light, 
In Sorrow's tempest turbulently tost— 
From her cheeks the roses die, 
The radiations vanish from her sun-bright eye, 
And her breast, the throne of love, 
Can hardly, hardly, hardly move, 
To send th* ambrosial sigh. 
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But let the skilful bard appear, _ 
And pour the sounds medicinal in her ear : 
Sing some $sad, $ome plaintive ditty, 
Steept in tears that endless flow, 
Melancholy notes of pity, 
Notes that mean a world of woe ; 
She too shall sympathize, she too shall moan, 
And, pitying others gorows, sigh away her own. 
VII, 
Wake, wake the kettle-drum, prolong 
The swelling trumpet's s1]ver song, 
And let the kindred accents pass 
Thro* the horn's meandering brass. 
Arize—The patriot Muse invites to war, 
And mounts Bellona's brazen car ; 
While Harmony, terrific maid ! 
Appears in martial:\pomp array*'d : 
The sword, the target, and the lance 
She wields, and as $he moves, exalts the Pyrrhic dance, 
| Trembles the earth, resound the skies— 
Swift o'er the fleet, the camp $he flies, 
With thunder in her voice, and lightning in her eyes. 
The gallant warriors engage . 
With inextinguishable rage, 
And hearts unchilld with fear : 
Fame numbers all the chosen bands, 
Full in the front fair Viory stands, 
And triumph crowns the rear. 
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VIII, 
But hark the temple's hollow*d roof resounds, 
And Purcell hves along the solemn sounds,— 
Mellifiuous, yet manly too, 
He pours his strains along, 
As from the lion Sampson slew, 
Comes sweetness from the strong. 
Not like the soft Itahan swains, 
He trills the weak enervate strains, 
Where Sense and Music are at strife ; 
His vigorous notes with meaning teem, 
With fire, with force explain the theme, 
And sing the subject into life, 
Attend—he sings Cecilia—matchless dame ! 
»Tis she—'tis she—fond to extend her fame, 
On the loud chords the notes conspire to stay, 
And sweetly swell into a long delay, | 
And dwell delighted on her name. 
Blow on, ye sacred organs, blow, 
| In tones magnificently slow ; 
Such 1is the music, such the lays 
{ , Which «uit your inventress's praise: 
While round religious silence reigns, 
And loitering winds expett the strains. 
Hail majestic mournful measure, 
| Source of many a pensive pleasure ! 
Blest pledge of love to mortals given, 
As pattern of the rest of heaven ! 
And thon, chief honor of the veil, 
Hail, harmonious virgin, hail! 
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When Death $hall blot out every name, 
And Time $hall break the trump of Fame, 
Angels may listen to thy lute: 
Thy power $hall last, thy bays shall bloom, 
When tongues shall cease, and worlds consume, 
And all the tuneful spheres be mute. 
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ODE X. 


ON 


ST. CECILIA's DAY, 


——errr nr on nm mn tnmnmnns 
Adapted to the ancient British Mugsic, viz. 


THE SALT-BOX, THE JEW's HARP, THE MARROW BONES AND 
CLEAVERS, THE HUM-STRUM OR HURDY-GURDY, &c. 


———— 


As it was performed on June 12, 1763, at Rantlagh, 


BY BONNEL THORNTON, ES0. 


Cedite, Tibicines Itali, vos cedite, Gaili; 
Dico iterum vobis, cedite, Tibicines. 

Cedite, Tibicines, vobis ter dicoz quaterque 
Jam vcbis dico, cedite, Tibicines. ALEX. HEINE, 


TRANSLATION OF THE MOTTO, 


Yield, yield, ye fid:ers, French, Italians; 
Yield, yield, I say againmmRagscallins. 
One, two, thrce times I say, fidie"s give o'er; 
Yieid ye, I now ay times I, 2, 3, 4+ 


RECITATIVE, 
Accompanied. 


Be dumb, ye inbarmonious sounds, 
And music, that the astonish'd ear with discord wounds: 
No more let common rhymes prophane the day. 
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| GRAND CHORUS, 
Grac'd with divine Cecilia's name, 
Let solemn hymns this aweful feast proclaim, 
And heavenly notes conspire to raise the heay'nly lay. 


RECITATIVE, 
Accompanied. 


The meaner melody we scorn, 

Which vulgar instruments afford ; 
Shrill flute, sharp fiddle, bellowing horn, 
'Rumbling bassoon, or tinkling harpsichord. 


AIR. 


In strains more exalted the salt. box shall join, 

And clattering, and battering, and clapping combine, 
With a rap and a tap, while the hollow s1de sounds, 
Up and down leaps. the flat, and with rattling rebound. 


_ RECITATIVE. 


Strike, strike the soft Judaic harp, 
Soft and sharp, 
By teeth coercive in firm durance kept, 
And lightly by the volant finger s8wept. 


AIR, 


Buzzing twanzs the iron lyre, 
Shr1lly thrilling, 
Trembling, thrilling. 

Whizzing with the wav'ring wire. 
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A GRAND SYMPHONY, 
Accompanied with marrow-bones and cleavers. 
GS, AIR. 
Hark, how the banging marrow-bones 
Make clanging cleavers ring, 
With a ding dong, ding dong, 
Ding dong, ding dong, 
Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, ding. 
| Raiseyour uplifted arms on high 
In long prolonged tones 
Let cleavers sound 
A merry merry round 
By banging marrow bones, 


FULL CHORUS, 


Hark, how the banging marrow-bones 
Make clanging cleavers ring ; 
With a ding dong, ding dong, 
Ding dong, ding dong, 

Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, ding. 

Raise your uplifted arms on high ; 

In long-prolonged tones 
Let cleavers sound 
A merry merry round 
By banging marrow-bones. 


RECITATIVE, 
Accompanied. 
Cease lighter numbers: hither bring 
The undulating string 
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Stretch'd out, and to the tumid bladder _ 
In amity harmonious bound ; 
Then deeper s$well the notes and sadder, 
And let the hoarse bass slowly solemn sound, 


AIRs 


With dead, dull, doleful, heavy hum 
With mournful moans, 
And grievous groans, 

The $ober hurdy-gurdy thrums, 


' PART I. 


——— 


RECITATIVE, 
Accompanied. 


WITH magic sounds, like these, did Orpheus! lyre 
Motion, sense, and life 1nspire ; 
When, as he play'd, the listning flood 
Stil'd its loquacious waves, and silent stood ; 
The trees, swift-bounding danc'd with loosen'd stumps, 
And slugzish stones caper'd in active jumps. 


AFR. 


 Fach ruddy-breasted robbin 
The concert bore a bub in, 
And ev'ry hooting owl around ; 
The croaking trogs, 
The grunting hogs, 
All, all conspur'd to raise th* enliv*ning sound, 


RECITATIVE. 


Now to Cecilia, heav*nly maid, 
Your loud united woices raise, 
With solemn hymns to celebrate her praise, 
Each instrument $shall lend its aid. 
The salt-box with clattering and clapping shall sound, 
The iron Ilyre 
Buzzing twang with wav'ring ware, 
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With heavy hum 
The $sober hurdy-gurdy thrum, 
And the mercy merry marrow-bones ring round. 


LAST GRAND CHORUS, 


Such matchless 5trains Cecilia knew, 

When audience from their heav*nly sphere, 

By harmony's strong pow'r, she drew, | 
Whilst list'ning Angels gladly stoop'd to hear. 
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on 
THE DEATH 


OF A 


YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 


EMINENT FOR HIS $KILL IN MUSIC, 


CLL_—————  —_——M—_——————_————————————_———_———C————— AY 


Say, for my theme, what numbers shall I chuse? 
Shall I to Pindar's flights aspire, 
And imitate his heavenly fire? 
Or smoother verses write, 
And some $oft elegy indite? 
To Pindar's flights aspire, my Muse 
Unfetter'd there, unbounded may*st thou rove; 
There best express thy grief and love ; 
There no scant limits know, 
| But in free torrents flow, 
Free as thy tears, and boundless as thy woe. 


Must then the Grave insatiate reign ? 
Must Fate this too tyrannic sway maintain ? 
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And must the learn'd, the good, the young, 
Be the sad subject of a funeral song ? 
Now Death, we find, can never spare, 
Since he hath snatch'd this youth away, 
Since he can thus our bliss annoy, 
And s0 much harmony destroy ; 
For sure all harmony dwelt there. 
In that fair piece of animated clay 
Nature had exquisitely form'd each part, 
Resolv*d at last to conquer Art. 
She labor*d every member to refine, 
And made each feature seem divine : 
Yet did her want of strength betray, 
It was too fine to last, and hasten'd to decay. 


Nor was his soul ill-suited with his face, 
Each virtue flourish*d there, and every grace ; 
Yet more than all humility took place, 
His virtue and his pleasing air 
Rais'd joy and wonder in the fair : 
These charms he learn'd with music to improve, 
Music the food of love. 
When Orpheus to the tforests took his way, 
Touch'd his mute lyre, and wak'd the sleeping lay, 
The savages came crouding round, 
And listening oaks admir'd the tuneful sound : 
This youth a harder task perform'd, 
Whene'er he play*d each icy breast he warm'd, 
While o*er the strings his flying fingers rove, 
Each heart kept time, and every pulse beat love. 


46 ODES. Ode Xt, 
—————————— —— 
Tho' blest with all these charms, he breathless lies—. 
Here draw a veil, my Muse—then $ee him rise 
An infant star just lighted in the skies. 
There David and Cecilia meet 
The new-born Saint, with joy they greet 
His coming, and his strains improve, 
Teach his already well-taught lyre 
A note yet higher, 
To sing the mighty s0urce of power and love. 
There does he praises sing 
To Heaven's eternal King, 
There tunes to melody his harp $0 well, 
That Angels only can his notes excell. 
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ODE XII. 


FOR MUSIC. 


BY SIR JAMES MARRIOT. BART. 
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Hark! through yon fretted vaults and lofty spires 
Peal the deep organs to the sacred quires ; 
And now the full, the loud hosannas rise, 
Float in the winds, and roll along the skies ; 
The solemn sounds Devotion's ardour raise ; 
Now mounts the spirit with diviner blaze; 
Heaven opens; earth recedes; and Nature feels 
The ray that fir*d the prophet's glowing wheels: 
In fiery pomp bright seraphs quit the sky, 
And wrap the $0ul in holy ecstacy ; 
While round the 8apphire throne th' ethereal train 
Adoring prostrate raise the lofty straun ; 
| I. 
Arise, O Lord, arise! 
In all thy awful glory stand confest ; 
In thee. for ever blest, 
Behold thy servants veil their dazzled eyes: 
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Night hath for thee no shades ; 
Alike to thee appears the orient day ; 
_ While one vast light, one inexhausted ray : 
Of thy effulgenrt power the whole pervades. 
Then whether shall we stray, 
Where of thy fo:ming hand no trace 1s found? 
Above, beneath, around, 
The mighty voice is heard ; 
 Where'er the hills are rear'd, 
Where spreads the vaulted sky, 
Or foams the deep profound ; 
Through Nature's utmost bound 
To us her works reply, 
Proclaim a parent God, a present Deity. 
II. 
_ Creation's praise 1s least, 
Nature's Restorer, to preserve 1s thine : 
Whose awful voice divine 
Created all : when Discord heard, and ceas'd ; 
For it is thine to bind 
The moral chain of Order's perfe& law, 
And to their course the swerving motions draw 
_ Ot changeful things, and erring human kind. 
Death with insatiate jaw 
Gnash'd oft his iron fang, and by his side 
Stalking with ample stride, 
Vice rear'd his giant size, 
Up-towering to the skies. 
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'The mourning ourth x was waste 
Confusion roll'd her tide ; 
When down the Virtues glide 
| Soft Mercies urg'd their haste, 
And o'er the bleeding world the sacred mantle cast. 
11. 
Beyond created sense 
Mysterious goodness, hid in deepest night! 
In vain our feeble sight 
Would pierce the gloom, O mighty Providence! 
Where the deep mazes meet 
Beneath thy awful throne no eye hath seen, 
Where wrapt in darkness sits thy power serene, 
And the loud thunders roll beneath thy feet. 
O, when $hall close the scene! 
And Hope be lost in Truth's wide-bursting ray ? 
O haste, auspicious day ! 
O haste to light on earth 
_ Great Nature's second birth ; 
New inmate of the skies, 
When man renew'd $shall shine 
With innocence divine ! 
And blest Obedience rise . 
To snatch the palm that crowns her faithful victories. 


—_ OR 
—  ——— 


-<- 


Vel. XV LL, Maggs 


ODE XIII. 


eee neem neem een 


l 


THE 


CURE OF SAUL, 


COMPOSED FOR MUSIC, 


BY JOHN BROWN, D.D. 


© Venctaxce, arise from thy infernal bed, 
« And pour thy tempest on his guilty head!” 
Thus Heav*n's decree, in thunder's sound, 
Shook the dark abyss profound.— 
The unchain'd Furies come! _ 
Pale Melancholy stalks from hell : 
Th' abhortive offspring of her womb, 
Despair and Anguish, round her yell. 
| Bysleepless terror Saul possess'd, 
Deep feels the fiend within his tortur*d breast, 
Midnight spe&tres round him how! : 
Before his eyes 
In troops they rise ; | 
And seas of horror overwhelm his soul. 


04 XII. | ODEs. $1 


EE 


Hastel to Jesse's s0n repair : 
He best can sweep the Iyre, 
Wake the solemn-sounding air, 
And lead the vocal choir : 
On every string soft-breathing raptures dwell, 
To s0oth the throbbings of the troubled breast ; 
Whose magic voice can bid the tides of passion swell, 
Or lull the raging storm to rest. 


Sunk on his couch, and loathing day, 
The heaven-forsaken monarch lay : 
To the sad couch the shepherd now drew near; 
And, while th* obedient choir stood rcund, 
Prepar*d to catch the soul-commanding sound, 
He dropp'd a generous tear,— 
Thy pitying aid, O God, impart! 
| For lo, thy poison'd arrows drink his heart ! 


The mighty $ong from chaos rose.— 
Around his throne the formless atoms sleep, 
And drowzy Darkness broods upon the deep.— 

Confusion, wake! 
Bid the realms of Chaos shake! 

Rouse him from his dread repose ! 
Hark ! loud Discord breaks her chain : 
The hostile atoms clash with deaf'ning roar: 
Her hoarse voice thunders thro? the drear domain, 
And kindles every element to war. 

F 2 
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«© Tumult cease! _, 
« Sink to peace ! 
« Let there be light!” —th* Almighty aid; 
And lo, the radiant Sun, 
Flaming from his orient bed, 
His endless course begun. 
See the twinkling Pleiads rise: 
Thy star, Orion, reddens in the skies : 
While slow around the northern plain, 
Arcturus wheels his nightly wane, 


Thy glories, too, refulgent moon, he sung ; 
Thy mystic mazes, and thy changeful ray ; 

O fairest of the starry throng! 

Thy soleran orb of light 

Guides the triumphaat car of Night 
O'er $1lver clouds, and sheds a softer day ! 


Ye planets, and each circling constellation, 
In songs harmonious tell your generation ! 
Oh, while yon radiant Seraph turns the spheres, 
And on the stedfast pole-star stands sublime ; 
Wheel your rounds 
To heavenly sounds ; 
And sooth his song-enchanted ears 
With your celestial chime. 


In dumb surprise the lis ning monarch lay ; 
(His woe $uspended by sweet Music's sway ;) 
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And awe-struck, with uplifted eye 

Mus'd on the new-born wonders of the sky. 


Lead the soothing verse along : 
| He feels, he feels the power of 80ng— 

Ocean hastens to his bed : | 
Thelab'ring mountain rears his rock-encumber'd head : 

Down his $teep and shaggy side 

The torrent rolls his thundering tide : 
Then smooth and clear, along the fertile plain 
Winds his majestic waters to the distant main, 

Flocks and herds the hills adorn : 

The lark, high-soaring, hails the morn. 
And while along yon crimson-clouded steep 
The slow $un steals into the golden deep, 

Hark ! the solemn nightingale 

Warbles to the woodland dale. 

See, descending Angels shower 

Heaven's own bliss on Eden's bower : 

Peace on Nature's lap reposes; 

Pleasure strews her guiltless roses : 

Joys divine 1n circles move, 

Link'd with Innocence and Love. 

Hail, happy Love, with Innocence combin'd ! 
All hail, ye sinless parents of mankind ! 


They paus'd : ,—the monarch, prostrate on his bed, 
Submissive, bow'd his head ; 
Ador'd the works of boundless Power divine: 


F-'3 
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Then, angush-struck, he cry'd, and smote his breast, 
Why, why is peace the welcome guest 


Of every heart but mine? 


Now let the solemn numbers flow, 
*T ill he feel that guilt is woe. 

Heavenly harp,” in mournful strain, 

O'er yon weeping bower complain : 

What $ounds of bitter pangs I hear! 

What lamentations wound mine ear! 

In vain, devoted pair, these tears ye shed : 

Peace with Innocence is fled. 

The messengers of Grace depart : 

Deattr glares, and shakes the dreadful dart ! 

Ah, whither fly ye, by yourselves abhorr'd, 
To $hun that froining cherub's fiery sword ?— 

Lo! WY 

Hapless, hapless pair, 

Goaded by despair, ; 

Forlorn, thro* desart chmes they go! 
Wake, my lyre! can Pity sleep, 
When Heaven is mov'd, and Angels weept 

Flow, ye melting yumbers, flow; 

Till he feel that guilt is woe.— 


The king, with pride, and shame, and anguish, torn, 
Shot fury from hiseyes, and scorn. 
The glowing youth, 
Bold in truth, | 
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(S $till chould Virtue gwlty power engage) 
With brow undaunted met his rage. 
&e his cheek kindles into generous fire : 
Stern, he bends him o'er his lyre ; 
And, while the doom of guilt he sings, 
Shakes horror from the tortur'd strings. 
What sounds of terror and distress 
Rend yon howling wilderness ! 
The dreadful thunders sound; 
The forked lightnings flash along the: ground. 
Why yawns that deep*nmg gulph below ?— 
"Tis for Heaven's rebellious foe ;ﬀ— 
Fly, ye sons of Israel, fly, 
Who dwells in Korah's guilty tents must die! 
They sink !— Have mercy, Lord !—Their cries 
In dreadful tumult rise ! 
Hark, from the. deep their loud laments 1 hear ! 
They lessen now, and lessen on the ear! 
Now, destruction's strife 1s o'er ! 
The countless host 
__ Forever lost! 
The gulph 1s clos'd !-—Their cries are heard no 
INOTE l— | 


But oh, my-lyre, what accents can relate 
Sinful man's appointed fate! 
He comes, he comes ! th* avenging God 1 
Clouds and darkness round him roll : 
Tremble, earth! Ye mountains, nod ! 
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He bows the skies, and shakes the pole. 
The gloomy banners of his wrath unfurl'd, 
He calls the floods, to drown a guilty world ; 

« Ruin, lift thy baleful head ; 

« Rouge the guilty world him Sleep: 

« Lead up thy billows from their cavern'd bed, 
«© And burst the rocks that chain thee in the deep. No 
Now, th' impetuous torrents rise ; 
The hoarse-ascending deluge roars : 
| Down rush the cataracts from the skies ; 
The 8welling waves o'erwhelm the shores. 
Just, O God, 1s thy decree ! | 
Shall guilty man contend with thee? 

Lo, Hate and Envy, $ea-entomb*d, 

And Rage with Lust in ruin sleep; 

And scofting Luxury is doom'd 
To glut the vast and ravenous deep !— 

In vain from fate th* astonish*d remnant flies ;— 
« Shrink, ye rocks! Ye oceans, rise!''”— 
The tottering cliffs no more the floods controuil; 
Sea following sea ingulphs the ball : 

O'er the sunk hills the wat'ry mountains roll, 
And wide Destruttion swallows all : 

Now fizrcer let th* impassion'd numbers glow : 

Swell the 8ong, ye mighty choir ! 

Wing your dreadful darts with fire ! 

Hear me, monarch !—Guilt 1s woe !— 


Thus while the frowning shepherd pour'd along 
The deep unpetuous torrent of his s0ng; 
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Saul, stung by dire despair, 
Gnash'd his teeth, and tore his hair ; 
From his blood, by horror chill'd, 
A cold and agonizing sweat distill'd : 
Then, foaming with unutterable smart, 
He aim'd a dagger at his heart. 
His watchful train prevent the blow ; 
And call each lenient balm to sooth his frantic woe : 
But pleas'd, the shepherd now beheld 
His pride by Heaven's own terrors quell'd ; 
Then bade his potent lyre controul 
The mighty storm that, rent his soul. 


Cease your cares : the body's pain 
A sweet relief may find : 

But gums and lenient balms are vain, 
To heal the wounded mind. 

Come, fair Repentance, from the skies, 

O sainted maid, with up-cst eyes! 
Descend, in thy celestial shrowd, 
Vested in a weeping cloud! 
Holy guide, descend, and bring 
Mercy from th* Eternal King! 
To his soul your beams impart, 
And whisper comfort to his heart !— 


They come: O King, thine ear incline! 
Listen to their voice divine : 
Their voice shall every pang compose, 
To gentle sorrow so0oth thy woes ; 
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Till each pure wish to Heaven hall s0ar, 
And Peace return, to part no morel 


Behold, obedient to their great command, 
The lifted dagger quits his trembling hand ; 
Smooth'd 1s his brow, where sullen Care 
And furrow'd Horror couch'd with fell Despair: 
No more his eyes with fury glow ; 
But heavenly grief succeeds to hell-born woe. 
See, the 81gns of grace appear : 
See the soft relenting tear, 
Trickling at sweet Mercy's call ! 
Catch it, Angels, ere it fall! 
And let the heart-sent offering rise, 
Heaven's best-accepted $acrifice !— 


Yet, yet again?—Ah $ee, the pang returns ! 
Again with inward fire his heaving bosom burns ! 
Now, shepherd, wake a mightier strain 

Search the deep, heart-rending pain 

Till the large floods of sorrow roll, 

And quench the tortures of his soul. 
Almighty Lord, accept his pang sincere | 
Let heavenly hope dispel each dark temptation ! 
And, while he pours the penitential tear, 
O visit him with thy Salvation ! 


Stoop from Heaven, ye raptur'd throng: 
Sink, ye 8welling tides of s8ong ! 


Me” =—_  _-» 


For 10! dissolv'd by Music's melting power, 
Celestial Sorrow rolls her plenteous shower ; 
O'er his wan cheek the colours rise, = 
And beams of comfort brighten in his eyes. | 
Happy king, thy woes are o'er | 
Thy God $hall wound thy soul no more : 
The pitying Father of mankind 
Meets the pure-returning mind. 
No more $hall black Despair afflict his soul : 
Each gentler s0und, ye shepherds, now combine : 
Sweetly let the numbers roll; 
Sooth him into hope divine. 
Now lowly let the rustic measure glide, 
To quell the dark remains of self-consuming Pride ; 
Till Nature's home-sprung blessings he conftess, 
And own that calm content 1s happiness.— 
Ye woods and lakes, ye cliffs and mountains ! 
Haunted grots, and living fountains ! 
Listen to your shepherd's lay, 
Whoge artless carols close the day. 
Bounding kids around him throng ; 
The 5teep rock echoes back his song : 
While all unseen to mortal eye, - 
Sliding down the evening sky, 
Holy Peace, tho* born above, 
Daughter of Innocence and Love, 
Quits her throne and mansion bright, 
Her crown of stars, and robe of light, 
Serene, 1n gentle smiles array*d, 
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To dwell beneath his palm-tree shade. 
Hail, meek Angel! awful guest! 

Still pour thy radiance o'er my breast ! 
Pride and Hate in courts may shine : 
The shepherd's calm and blameless tent is thine|— 


Softly, softly breathe your numbers ; 
| And wrap his weary*d s0ul in slumbers! 
Gentle Sleep, becalm his breast, 
And close his eyes in healing rest ! 
Descend, celestial visions, ye who wait, 
God's ministring powers, at Heaven's eternal gate! 
Ye, who nightly vigils keep, 
- And rule the silent realms of Sleep, 
Exalt the just to joys refin'd, | 
And plunge in woe the guilty mind ; 
Descend !—Oh, waft him to the skies, 
And open all Heaven's glories to his eyes! 
Beyond yon starry roof, by seraphs trod, 
Where Light's unclouded fountains blaze; 
Where choirs immortal hymn their God, 
Intranc'd in ecstacy of ceaseless praise. , 
Angels, heal his anguish ! 
Your harps and voices join! 
His grief to bliss shall languish, 
When $ooth'd by sounds divine, 


Behold, with dawning joy each feature glows! 
See, the blissful tear o'erflows ! 
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The fiend is fled |—Let Music's rapture rise : 

Now Harmony, thy every nerve employ : 
Shake the dome, and pierce the skies : 
Wake him, wake him into joy.— 


What power can every Passion's throne controul ? 
| What power can boast the charm divine, 
To $till the tempest of the soul ? 
Celestial Harmony, that mighty charm 1s thine! 
She, heavenly-born, came down to visit earth, 
When from God's eternal throne 
The beam of all-creative Wisdom shone, 
And spake fair Order into birth. 
At Wisdom's call she rob*d yon glittering $kies, 
Attun'd the spheres, and taught consenting orbs to rise, 
| Angels rapt in wonder stood, # 
And saw that all was fair, and all was good. 
*T'was then, ye sons of God, in bright array 
Ye shouted o'er creation's day ; 
Then kindling into joy, 
The morning s$tars together sung: 
And thro? the vast ethereal sky 
Seraphic hymns and loud hosannahs rung. 
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PRAISE OF MUSIC. 


COMPOSED BY MR. CHARLES KING, 


FOR THE DEGREE OF BACHELOR OF MUSIC; 
Performed at the Theatre in Oxford, gn. Friday, July 11, 1707, 


PROBABLY WRITTEN | 
BY EDMUND £$MITH, M. 4. 
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M vs1c, soft charm of Heaven and Earth, 
Whence didst thou borrow thy auspicious birth ? 
Or art thou of eternal date ? 
Sire to thyself, thyself as old as Pate, 
Ere the rude ponderous mass | 
Of earth and waters from their chaos sprang 
The morning $tars heir anthems sang, 
Andnought in Heaven was heard but melody and love. 


Myriads of spirits, forms divine, 

The Seraphim, with the bright host 
Of Angels, Thrones, and Heavenly Powers, 
Wors]1p before th* Eternal Shrine; 
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Their happy privitege in hymns and anthems boast, 
In love and wonder pass their blissful hours. 


Nor let the lower world repine, 
The massy orb in which we sluggards move, 
As if sequester'd from the arts divine: 
Here's Music too, 
As ours a rival were to th* world above. 


CHORUS, FIVE VOICES. 


Hark how the feather*'d choir their matins chant, 
And purling streams oft accents vent, 
And all both time and measure know. 
. F'er s1nce the Theban bard, to prove 
The wondrous magic of his art, 
Taught trees and forests how to move, 
All Nature has a general concert held, 
Each creature strives to bear a part; 
And all but Death and Hell to conquering Muse 
yield. 


But stay, T hear, methinks, a motley crew, 
A peevish, odd, eccentric race 
The glory of the art debase; 
Perhaps because the sacred emblem *tis 
Of ruth, of Peace, and Order too ; 
5 dangerous *tis to be perversely wise. 
But be they ever in the wrong, 
Who say the Prophet s harpe'er $poll'd the Poet's song ! 
G 2 | 
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To Athens now, my Muse, retire, 
The refuge and the theatre of wit 
And in that safe and sweet retreat, 
Amongst Apollo's sons, enquire, 
And see if any friend of thine be there: 
But sure $0 near the Thespian spring 
The humblest bard may sit and ing : 
Here rest my Muse, and dwell for ever here. 
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ARION. 


BY SIR JAMES MARRIOT. 
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I, 
Queen of each $acred s0und, sweet child of air, 
Who, sitting thron*d upon the vaulted sky, 
Dost catch the notes which undulating fly, 
Oft wafted up to thy exalted sphere, 
On the soft bosom of each rolling cloud, 
Charming thy list*ning ear 
| With strains that bid the panting lover die : 
Or laughing mirth, or tender grief inspire, 
Or with full chorus loud 
Which lift our holy hope, or fan the hero's fire: 
Enchanting Harmony, *tis thine to cheer 
The soul by woe which sinks opprest, 
From $orraw's eye to wipe the tear, 
And on the bleeding wound to pour the balmy rest. 


11, 
 *Twas when the winds were roaring loud, 
And Ocean s8well'd his billows high, 
- By savage hands condemn'd to dic, 
G 3 


[ 
il 


66 ODES. Ode XY, 


= — EM — 


CO —_ 


Rais'd on the stem the trembling Lesbian stood 
All pale he heard the tempest blow, 
As on the watery grave below 
He fix'd his weeping eye. 
Ah! hateful lust of impious gold, 
What can thy mighty rage withhold. 
Deaf to the melting powers of Harmony ! 
But ere the bard unpitied dies, 
Again his soothing art he tries, 
Again he sweeps the strings, 
Slowly sad the notes arise, 
While thus in plaintive sounds the sweet musician sings. 
I. 
From beneath the coral cave 
Circled with the silver wave, 
Where, with wreaths of emerald crown'd, 
Ye lead the festive dance around, 
Daughters. of Venus, hear, and save. 
Ye Tritons, hear, whose blast can swelF \ 
With mighty sounds the twisted hell ; 
And you, ye sister Syrens, hear, 
Ever beauteous, ever sweet, 
Who lull the list*nigg-pilot's ear 
With magic song, and softly breath'd deceit. 
By all the Gods who subject roll Ip 
From gushing urns their tribute to the main, 
By him who bids the winds to roar, 
By him whose trident shakes the shore, 
e'cr for you 1 raise the sacred strain 
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When pious mariners your power adore, 
Daughters of Nereus, hear and save. 
IV. 
He $ung, and from the coral cave, 
Circled with the $ilver wave, | _ 
With pitying ear 
The Nereids hear. 
Gently the waters flowing, 
The winds now ceas'd their blowing, 
In silence listening to his tuneful lay. 
Around the bark's sea-beaten s1de 
The sacred dolphin play'd, 
| And $portive dash'd the briny tide: 
The joyous omen $00n the bard survey*'d, 
Nor fear'd with holder leap: to try the watery way. 
On his scaly back now riding, 
O'er the curling billow gliding, 
Again with bold triumphant hand 
He badle the notes aspire, 
Again to joy attun'd the lyre,. 
Forgot each danger past, and reach'd secure the land. 
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ON 


ANCIENT AND MODERN MUSIC, 


BY GEORGE ELLIS, ES0. 
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W aen Father Orpheus wanted sport, he, 
By touching his piano-forte, 
| Drew out his beasts by millions : 
H.nds with high heads each other butted, 
Pigs © en pas grave,” like *** *## $trutted, 
Cows caper'd in cotillions. 


Amphion too (though by the bye 
This s0unds extremely like a lye) 

Could animate earth, air, and water, 
Melt the hard hearts of brick and mortar, 

_ Make stocks and stones $0 very supple, 

They'd lead up ten or twenty couple ; 
And grow, directed by their ears, 
An house for pigs, or house for peers. 
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| From hence, the lovers of antiquity 

Do most maliciously assert 

That Music, like a child that's rickety, 
Is now degraded to the dirt, 

And having lost the power to soar, 

Is forc'd to creep upon all four : 

Since not Giardin1's self 1s able 

To animate a chair or table; 

Nor give it the most distant notion 

Of plain and s1mple loco-motion. 
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But now the ancients have been heard, 
We moderns sure may speak a word. 
That. the old music and the new 
Are very different—is true ; 

Nay, they 80 widely disagree, 

You might as properly compare 
The war-whoop of a Cherokee 

To such a hoop as ladies wear. 

But first, It seems extremely clear, 
That Harmony, which stones could hear, 
Was such as only stones could bear. 
That David, with his boasted music, 
Would now make any but a Jew sick ; 

. For sure *twould cause a strange confusion 
Still to begin with the conclusion : 
Een Aguiari's self would fail, 0 
Spite of her boasted silver tail, 
Should $he in pityto the Jew, 
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Attempt to warble back wards too, 

Your Messrs. Orpheus and Amphion, 

With their confounded break-tooth words, 
Might try their skill on beasts and birds, 
Without a single bed to lie on. 
For what might please the Greeks and Latins, 
To our politer ears wauld sound 
Just like an Abigail in pattens, 
Parading o'er a stony ground. 
Then for their instruments—you'll own, 
They're far inferior to our own : 
Unless they only chose to leave us 
Those meanest instruments of chiming, 
Tongs, pokers, marrow-bones, and cleavers, 
And other followers of Hymen, 
Basely condemning to the fire 
The noble pipe, and nobler lyre. 


Thus pedants, when we come to college, 
With care suppress all useful knowledge; 
Whip us, whenever we presume 
To think what ne*'er was thought at Rome, 
And punish with thesame severity 
Both our posteriors and posterity. 


But to conclude—Where'er you range 
Or to St. Jaines's or the Change, 
To Portman-$quare or Leadenhall, 
We're Dilcttantis one and all. 
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By Music's charms, like those of Circe, 
You'll see all moving vice versa. 
All, from the porter to the peer, 
Or have, or think they have an ear, 
Cits grow refin'd and spend their money, 
And starve on s0ups and maccaron1. 
The roughest, rudest country squire 
Deserts his pipe and parlour fire ; 
His tenants want the scavoir vivre, 
The parson puts him 1n a fever 
To harmony a convert grown, 
He swears he only breathes in town. 
Now for new miracles prepare— 
Behold that punch-bowl in the air! # 
That shame to ancient Greece and Rome, I 
'Twas music rais'd the pensile dome, 
*T'was she that form'd our proud Casinos, 
Our rooms for concerts and festinos, 
Our villas in St, George's fields, 
White Conduit House, and Bagnigge Wells. 
As she directs, the artists rear 
The Crescent, oblong, or the square, 
The octagon with sides $0 small, 
And Circus with no sides at all ; 
With every angle charm our eyes 
Thate'er the most consummate skil 
Of great Vauban, or greater Gill, : 
Has form'd for ramparts or minc'd pies. 
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My hand is tir'd, my Muse 1s mute, 
'So ladies, who have heard our suit, 
Please to determine the dispute. 


ODE XVII. 


THE TROPHY : 
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IN SIX CANTATAS, 


TO THE HONOR OF HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 


WILLIAM DUKE OF CUMBERLAND ; 
Expressing the just Sense of a grateful Nation, in the several Charaters of 


THE VOLUNTEER, THE MUSICIAN, 
THE POET, THE SHEPHERD, 
THE PAINTER, THE RELIGIOUS. 


BY BENJAMIN HOADLY, M.D. 
SET TO MUSIC BY DR. GREENE. 1746. 


— 
—— 


CANTATA. I. 


THE VOLUNTEER. 


RECITATIVE., 


——_ 


Drey in a forest's Shadowy seat, 
A youth enjoy'd his calm retreat, 
Deaf to the din of civil rage, 
And discord of the impious age ; 
When visionary sleep deprest 
His drowsy lids, .and thus alarm'd his rest : 
/0, XIII, | H 
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Two nval forms 1mmensely bright 
Appear'd, and charm'd his mental sight ; 
Honor and Pleasure sxem'd descending, 
On each her various traia attending, 

Of decent, sober, great, and plain, 

Of gay, fantastic, loud, and vain. 

With confident yet charming grace, 
Pleasure first brake the $ilence of the place. 


AIR. 


Enjoy with me this calm retreat, 
Dissolv*d in ease thine hours shall flow : 
With love alone thy heart shall beat, 
And this be all th* alarms you know : 
Cares to sooth, and life befriend, 
Pleasures on your nod attend, 


CHORUS, 


Cares to sooth, and life befriend, 
Pleasures on your nod attend, 


RECITATIVE. 


Her decent front straight Honor shew'd, 
Where mingled scorn and anger glow'd 
Contempt of Pleasure's flow'ry reign, 
Enrag'd at all her abject train; 

And thus in rapid strains exprest 

The tumults of her honest breast : 


AIR. 


Rise, youth—thy country calls thee from thy shade ; 
Behold her tears, 
And hear her cries 
Reiigion fears, 
And Freeiiom dies, 
Amid the horrors of War's dreadful trade. 
Thy country groans: forego thy shade— 
'Tis Honor calls thee to her aid. 


Thy country groans: forego thy shide— 
'Tis Honor calls thee to her aid, 


RECITATIVE. 


The youth awok e210 Starting wide, 
Sleep, with its vision, left his sKe. 
His $0ul th 1dea fiiF'd ajone : 
The heroic form, the piercing tone 
Of Honor on his memory play'd, 
And all his heart confess'd the heav'nly maid, 


» AIR. 


Sweet object of my choice, 
Adieu, thou calm recess ! 
My bleeding Country's voice 

Tears me from thy embrace, 


From musing water-falls, 
From $hades and flow'ry meads, 


76 ODES. ] Ode XII, 
GC ee ee nenennennmnmenneg 
*Tis virtuous Honor calls, 
And princely WILLIAM leads. 


From all a father's love, 
From all a nation's care, 


Behold where Br1TaiNn's Jove 
Sends forth his God of war: 


*Gainst mountains cap'd with snows, 
*Gainst foul Rebellion's rage 
The willing Hero goes 
Gigantic war to wage. 
The gen'rous heart what flow'ry scenes can please, 
Or tempt to waste his youth in useless ease ! 


CHORUS, 


The gen'rous heart what flow'ry scenes can please, 
Or tempt to waste his youth in useless ease ! 


——_—_— 


CANTATA 1L. 


THE POET. 


AIR. 
Give me, indulgent Muse, to rove 
The mazes of thy laurell'd grove, 
To chuse a wreath for WiLLiam's brow 
Above Sybilla*'s golden bough. 


RECITATIVE., 


I walk—I wander here and there— 
How can I chuse, where all 1s fair? 
This I prefer, and that refuse— 
Guide me, my still-inspiring Muse, 
I said, and pluck'd the chosen wreath : 
Large drops of blood distill'd beneath ; 
A sigh now $hook the weeping tree, 
And thus a vocal sound 
Brake from the recent wound, 
And et the form of beauteous Daphne free. 


AIR, 


Coy Daphne you behold in me; | 
For William's sake I willing bleed. 
No wreath but this from Phoebus? tree 
Is worthy him who Britain freed. 
Less fair was Phoebus* chace for unsought fame, 
Be his the wreath, who woo'd and won the dame. 


On — 
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CANTATA III. 


THE PAINTER. 


AIR, 


SWEET mimic thou of Nature's face, 


Thy pencil take, thy color spread ; 
On thy canvas curious trace 


Every virtue, every grace, | 
That hovers round our W1LLIAM's head, 


RECITATIVE., 


Let ViRtory before him fly, 
And Fortitude with stedfast eye; 

Let Prudence with her mirror haste, 
Studious of future by the past ; 

With Industry in vigor blooming, 

And Science knowing much, yet less aszuming, 
To group the piece, and swell the train, 
With Hydra heads Rebellion draw, 

Spouting at every vein 
The blood of thousands slain ; 
Thousands too few to glut her rav*nous maw :; 
Paint her panting, sinking, dying, 
Paint her $ons at distance flying ; 
Paint Britannia full of smiles, 
Scarce recover'd from her tolls ; 
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Paint Justice ready to avenge her pain, 
Dragging the monster in her massy chain, 
Near her paint Mexscy crown'd: soft-smiling let her 
stand, | | 


With arm out-stretch'd to stop her just, determin'd 
hand, 


AIR. 


Cease to declaim, the artist cries, 
Of every virtue, every grace, — 

See, by degrees the features rise : 
Behold them all in WILLIAaM's face. 
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CANTATA IV. 


CC CCS) 


THE MUSICIAN, 


RECITATIVE. 


Q var1ovs power of magic strains, 
To damp our joys and $sooth our pains! 
Every movement of the will 

Obedient owns the artist's skill, 

Thus in gay notes, and boastful words, 
'The master of the tuneful chords ; | 
But $00n he found his boast was air, 
His love still blasted with despair, 
And Chloe cold, or seeming cold, 
To all the tuneful tales he told, 


AIR, 


To love when he tun'd the soft lyre, 

It sigh'd, and it trembled in vain ; 
Tho* warm'd by his amorous fire, 

The fair one ne'er answer'd his strain. 


RECITATIVE., 


Hear, cries the Artist, pow'r divine, 
Great leader of the tuneful Nane ; 
Teach thy votary to swell 
With love-inspiring strains the shell, 
Such as please my Chloe best, 
And easiest glide into her breast, 
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AIR, 


No more I woo in warbling strains, 
No more I sing the lover's pains 
To cold and careless ears : 
To warlike notes I tune the «tring, 
The song to WILLIAM's praise I sing—= 
The nymph with rapture hears. 


_— 
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CANTATA V. 


A rnrrrenn— mmm nn rn 


THE SHEPHERD. 


RECITATIVE. 


Benxzarn an oak's indulgent shade 


A $shepherd at his ease was laid ; 
He pluck'd the bough, the wreath he wove, 
Sacred to WILLIAM, and to Love, ' 
And taught the vocal woods around 
His name and Delia's to resound. 


Of Peace restor'd the shepherd sung, 
And Plenty smiling o'er the fields : 
Of Peace restor'd the woodlands rung, 
And all the sweets that quiet yields ; 
Of Love he sung and Delia's charms, 
And all restor'd by WIiLLIaM's arms, 


RECITATIVE, 


Driv*n from his native $01] belov'd, 

By cost and caremot unimprov*'d, 

A northern swain himself betook 

To rest, in that sequester*d nook. 

One fav'rite lamb escap'd the spoil, 

The only meed of all his toil ; 

Which now, o'erspent, he drove before ; 
Now fondling in his bosom bore. 


He heard, and straight the cause requir'd, 
With wonder more than envy fir'd. 
FY; 

Say, Swain, by what good power 

Thou wing'st the fleeting hour, 

With strains that wonder move, 

And tell of ease and love; 

While I by war's alarms 

Am forc*d from safety*s arms ; 

From home and native air, 

And all their social care. | z 

Say, Swain, &c., 


RECITATIVE, 


Again, replied the swain, repair 

To northern fields and native air; 
Again thy kindly home review, 

And all its social cares renew. 
Within what cave, or forest deep, 

To grief indulgent, or to sleep, 

Hast thou escap'd the gen'ral joy, 
Sweet gift of BRITAIN'S fay'rite Boy ? 


AIR, 


"Twas WILLIAM'S toil this leisure gave, 
By him I tune my oaten reed, 

By him yon golden harvests wave, . 
By him these herds in safety feed: 
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Him s$hall our grateful songs declare 
Ever to British shepherds dear. 


DUET. 


Him $hall our grateful songs declare, 
Ever to British shepherds dear, 


CANTATA VT, 


THE RELIGIOUS. 


RECITATIVE. 


Herr, tyrant Superstition, ugly fiend, 
Harpy with an angel's face, 
Monster in Religion's dress, 

Thy impious pray'rs and bloody visions end, 


Hence, with thy sister Persecution, go— 
Hence with all her pleasing dreams 
Of martyrs' groans, and virgins screams, 
The stretching rack, and horrid wheel, 
Slow fires, and consecrated steel, 

And every priestly implement of woe, 

And every threaten'd tool of hoodwink'd zeal, 

Ingenious Rome can find, or tortur'd Nature feel, 


AIR, 


From Britain's happier clime repair 
To southern $suns and slavish air— 
To empty halls, 
To miduight bells, 
To cloister'd walls, 
To gloomy cells, 


Where moping Melancholy dwells— 
Pal. Xl, 1 
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W1LLIAM'sS name $hall reach you there, 
And sink your souls with black despair, 


RECITATIVE. 


The Hero comes, and with him brings 
Fair Hope, that svars on Cherub's wings ; 
Firm Faith attends with stedfast eye, 
Intent on things above the sky, 
To mortal ken unknown ; and she, 
Meek and seemly, kind and free, 
Ever hoping, still believing, 
Still forbearing, still forgiving, 
Greatest of the heavenly Three. 
| AIR. 

Britons, join the godlike train, 
Learn, that all but Truth is vain, 

And to her lyre attune your joy : 
No gifts s0 pure as those she brings, 


No notes $0 sweet as those she sings, 
To praise the heav*nly-tavor'd Boy, 


ODE XVIII. 


FOR MUSIC. 


— — — — _—_ 


ON OPENING THE NEW REGENT HOUSE AT THE PUBLIC COM® 
MENCEMENT AT CAMBRIDGE, | 


BY JOHN TAYLOR, L.L.D. 1730. 


(GoDpess of the Brave and Wise, 

On whose divided Empire wait 

The martial triumphs of the Great, 

And all the tunetul throng 
That wake the vocal chord, and shape the flying Song |! 

A while success1ve to thy trust 

Let BRIiTaiNn's Genius, great and just, 

The fate of Emp:res guard : 

A while let Arts, thy other care, 

To tolls of Glory be preferr'd ; 

And say, amr'st the waste of war, 

Did ever to thy wonde.ing eyes 

A furer scene 0 triumph rise ? 

Then $well the verse, and let it be 
Sacred to Science, Harmony, and Thee. 


” 


Let widow'd Empires speak thy sterner SWAY, 
The mouldering arch, the ruin large, 
I 2 
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The column faithless to its charge, 
And bitter waste that marks the Conqueror's way ; 
But be thy softer, better praise, 
Be thine, and Mvus1c's toil to raises 
To mend the soul, and melt the heart ; 
Mus1c ! the Founder Art, 
Mus1C! the $oul of Verse, and friend of Peace. 


Who pois'd the well-tun'd spheres, 
And led the chorus of the circling years, 
When Chaos held distemper'd sway, 
And jarring atoms, Cold and Heat, 
The Light, the Grave, the Dry, the Wet, 
In sullen discord lay ? 

*Twas Harmony, *twas Builder Harmony : 
"Twas Harmony compos'd this concert frame, 
"Twas Harmony which upwards flung the ative flame, 
Prescrib*d the air in middle space to flow, 
And bade the wave and grosser earth subside below. 
Then all yon tuneful restless Choir 
Began their radiant journeys to advance, 
And with unerring symphony to roll the central dance. 


"CHORUS. 
Whilst we the measur'd song decree, 
Builder Harmony, to thee, 
Tune every chord, and every note inspire. 


But hark! Amphion $hakes the yielding strings, 
And animated rocks around hum throng, 
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The Marble from his veiny cavern springs, 
The Flint forsakes his drowsy cell, 

And, all obsequious to the potent spell, 

Hears the commanding strings, and listens to the song. 
"Twas, Cadmus, thine the elder fate, 
To mould the infant growing state ; 

But Dirce $till laments the fenceless shed, 

Still Thebes inglorious rears her towerless head. 
There wants the vocal Patriot yet 

To make thy labors by his own complete, 

And fix the Warrior's and the Muse's seat. 


Now by the sweetly-plaintive Jute, 
Warbling broken faith and sl:ghted love: 
By the sprightly viohn and mellow flute, 
That teach the measur*d dance to move: 
By the hallow'd fire, 
That shakes the Prophet's harp, and strings the Poet's 
lyre;. 
By the trumpet's loud alarms, 
That rouse the nations up to arms : 
By holy strains that deep-mouth'd organs blow, 
To whom the pious use is given 
To wing the slent glowing vow, 
And waft the raptur'd saint to Heaven : 
Be, Mus1c, thy pecuiiar care 
To shed thy choicest blessings here; 
Let every Muse and every Grace, 
Soft-smiling Joy and rosy Peace, 
And all the verdant, faithful train, 


8.3 


90 ODES. Ode XTVIN. 


That wait thy balmy, happy reign, 
With tuneful Seraphs guard the hallow'd place, 


So when, at Britain's wide: command, 
The Austrian Eagle learns to fear, 
The pile to thee $hall sacred stand, 
Thy genial empire founded here. 
Then every arch, with faithful verse 
Inscrib'd, hall joyfully rehearse 
How Granta's arts with Britain's conquests swell: 
Then thou, beneath her guardian wing, 
To either praise shalt tune the string, 
And Britain's glories $hall inform the shell. 
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ODE _.XIX. 


XX == 
ON THE 
ARRIVAL AT CAMBRIDGE 


OF HIS GRACE 


THOMAS HOLLES, DUKE OF NEWCASTLE, 
| CHANCELLOR OF THAT UNIVERSITY, 
JUNE 14, 1753» 


—__—_=___—_ 
BY JOHN DUNCOMBE, M.A. 
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From the moss-grown coral cave 
Circled by the si]lver wave, 
Where, to thy adoring eyes, 
Oft thy laurel'd 8ons arise, 
Father Camus, haste and hear! 
Haste, hither haste, and to thy favorite mead 
The blithesome band of sister Naiads lead ! 
For see! from rural joys and public cares, 
From Esher's peaceful grove, 
And Claremont's proud alcove, 
From Freedom's council and Britannia's king, 
Once more to thy Castalian spring 
The guardian of the Muse repairs ; 
O'er yon embroider*d plain, 
With patriots in his train, | 
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Propt on thy sculptur'd urn behold him stray! 

When Athens call'd, could Rome detain, 

Or Tusculum delay ? 
Haste then, and hail the happy hour 

That to thy fragrant bower, 

To Granta and the Nine, 
Such sons, such patriots gave, and made a Holles thine, 


In some $sequester'd shade, 
Attended by the tuneful maid, 

Pleas'd let me catch the plausive song 
Of all the sister arts that round him throng, 
When, with a golden emblematic prize, 

He decks each blushing youth, 
Who conquer'd in the lists of fame, 
By Science favor'd, and approv'd by Truth: 
Since $trength of genius far outvies 
The body's brutal force, 
Since one excurs1on' of the mind exceeds 
The $wittest sallies of victorious steeds, 
Less glorious were the boughs, 

Which, at the boasted Grecian games, 
Adorn'd a Theron's or a Hiero's brows, 
Tho” Pindar*s lofty lavs immortalize their names. 
From thee, great friend of virtue's cause, 

What various blessings flow! 

To thy unwearied zeal the Muses owe, 
That, check'd with just control. 
By salutary laws, 


Youth's rapid streams serenely roll, 
For Discipline resumes her wide command, 
And dauntless rules with unrelaxing hand. 


Even now, aspiring to the sky, 
A long-wish'd struture strikes my sight 
With wonder and delight, | 
Piercing the vale of dark futurity ! 
For s00n shall Camus? glassy stream 
Reflect a rising dome, 
Worthy Athens, worthy Rome, 
Worthy Phoebus? blissful seat, 
Worthy Pelham's lov*d retreat, 
The Muse's glory, and the Poet's theme, 


O Granta, with majestic mien 
Advance, and hail the sacred scene! 
Let Music leave her airy tower, 
And breathe the softest strains ; 
- Tet Fragrance quit her myrtle bower, 
And range the flowery plains : 
She shall her choicest incense shed 
_ Round Holles' honor'd head, 
While George's vraises Music $hall proclaim, 
And warble to the groves their sovereign's name, 


Shall we our tributary lays deny, 
When he, still mindful of the Nine, 
(Who long have left their native sky, 
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Charm'd with the glories of the Brunswick line) 
Pours forth his treasures, to complete 
The grandeur of their favorite seat ; 
And bids their domes with Parian lustre shine ? 
His bright example shall their sons inspire, 
The great, the wealthy fire, 
And raise to loftiest heights their towering "0 


O Camus, thro” thy laurel shade, 
Tho? kings and statesmen oft have stray'd ; 
Tho' in these groves, with patriot hand, 
Sage Burleigh bore the olive wand, 
And on thy borders, crown'd with bay, 
Eliza heard the Muse's lay ; 
Once more exalt thy ready brows, for see ! 
Tho' charg'd with Europe's fate, 
The noble and the great, 
The statesman and the prince, remember thee, 
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ODE XX. 


LOVE AND MUSIC. 


FOR THE ENTERTAINMENT OF THE MUSICAL CLUB IN 
CAMBRIDGE, 1700. 


' BY SAMUEL COBB, M.4. 


To VENUS. 


Cour, Cytherea, from thy Paphian bower, 
Bring every grace, and every smile, 
To favor the Britannic 1sle, 

And listen while we celebrate thy power. 
Upon the dewy ground, . 
With flowery garlands crown'd, 
Thy sweet Adonis lays his head, 

 Wrh blushing roses round him spread, 
And opening lies for his bed. 


Hark 1 he calls in Music's voice : 
With amorous talk the prattling strings 
Resound, and thy Adonis sings, 
White the lord trumper's sprightly noise 
Wakes the brisk violin, and soft flute, 
And manly viol to dispute 
The conquest, and with triumph gains the cause, 


CHORUS, 


Come, Cytherea, come, we all agree, 
Fhat Love and Music make the world's sweet harmony, 
Prolific Queen! from Heaven descend, 
Mount thy gay chariot drawn by milky doves, 
With all thy little troop of Loves, 
Which fill thy train, thy court attend. 
She comes ! she comes! prepare the glorious way 
With Music, and salute the day. 
Her wanton sparrows first appear, 
_ And celebrate the new-born year. 
The lark repeats her lofty song; 
And, stretching out her mounting wings, 
By weary $teps to Heaven $he springs, 
And strikes it with her tongue, 
While the $hrill linnet tunes her silver throat, 
And Philomel 1nstrutts her warbling young 
With melancholy note. 


Venus obeys the signal sound : 
She views the sunny hills around, 


And from the 8ky descends to bless the pregnant 
ground, 


- The groves erect their branchy heads ; 
And, when new liquid life she pours, 
The healing plants and fragrant flowers 
Rise from their humid beds. 


Numidian lions feel her gentle power; 
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And, soften'd into tenderness and love, 
Lay down their fierceness, and forget to roar, 
When o'er the bowling wilderness they rove, 
To seek their tawny paramour ; 
Th' untroubled ocean flows 
With a serener tide 3 
Tritons above the waves, emergent, ride, 
And each his rattling coral blows. 
Come, Goddess, and exert thy reign : 
At thy approach large phocae play, 
Submitting to thy easy 8way 3 
And all the scaly people of the main, 
. Thee, $ea- born Queen, obey. 


Love like a subtle poison creeps 
On man, and there his empire keeps. 
Rise, Anthony, repair thy ruin'd fame, 
And waken to a nobler flame. | 
The trumpet ealls thee, and the drum 
Rattles ; Oftavius and the Romans come, 
To find a second Adtiuni. 
Lo! rous'd from his deep lethargy, 
Horrid in steel the hero $hines afar, 
Like Mars, when rushing to the war : 
But Venus smiles to see, 
| By Venus taught, th* Egyptian Queen prepares 
Softer music, tender airs. 
Delighted Cupids clap their wings, 
And temper all the magic strings. 
Fol, XV111, K 
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Down, down the melting lover lies, 
- Lull'd in th” enchanting sorceress's arms, 
He feels the witchraft of hzr eyes, 
And true Egyptian charms. 


What cannot Love-and Music do? 
Love sent the Thracian bard down tothe shades beloy, 
When to his lute the savages he drew, 
And rapid rivers ceas'd to flow, 
Thrice Eurydice he cried : 
Hell thrice Eurydice replied. 
Then on the $teep insuperable hill 
The stone of Sisyphus stood still, 
And Music stopp'd the running wheel. 
He sung; and play*'d; 
The Stygian Powers obey'd, 
And from the pale infernal throng - 
Straight to his arms restor'd the beauteous shade, 
So mighty was his love! 80 wondrous was his song! 
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ODE XXI. 


ſw tA. 


TO VENUS, 


A RANT, 1732. 


SET TO MUSIC BY DR, HAYES, 


BY THOMAS LISLE, D.D. 


RECITATIVE., 


O GopDpEss, most rever'd above, 
Bright parent of almighty Love, 
Whose power th* immortal Gods confess, 
Hear and approve my fond address ! 
In melting softness I thy doves outvie, - 
Then teach me hike thy.-swans to sing and fly; ; 
$0 I thy vot'ry will for ever be; 
My song, my life I'll consecrate to thee, 


AIR. 


Give me numbers strong and sweet, 
Glowing language, pointed wit 
Words that might a Vestal move, 
And melt a frozen heart to love, 
Bid, bid thy blind boy 
All his vigor employ 
| K 2 
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On his wings would I soar up to fame : 

Tis but just, if he scorch 
My breast with his torch, 
In my wit too he kindle a flame. 
'RECITATIVE, 
Trophies to Chastity let others raise, 
In notes as cold as th: dull thing they praise: 
. To rage ike mine more sprightly themes belong : 
Gay youth inspires, and beauty claims my song ; 
Me all the little Loves and Graces own ; 
For I was born to worship them alone. 
AIR, 

Tell not me the joys that wait 

On him that's rich, on him that's great: 

Wealth and wisdom I despige; 

Cares surraund the rich and wise. 

No, no,——let love, let life be mine ; 

Bring me women, bring me wine; 

Speed the dancing hours away, 

And mind not what the grave ones say; 

Speed and g1ld them as they fly 

With love and freedom, wit and joy 

Bus'ness, title, pomp, and state, 

Give 'em to the fools I hate. 


ODE XXL 
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THE 


PASSION OF SAPPHO. 


BY MR. HARRISON. 


H ail, sacred Muse, and vocal $hell, 
That wont the joys of Love to tell ! 
Now turn your songs to mournful strains, 
My joys are fled, my Love remains. 
Wanton Cupid, idle toyer, 
Pleasing tyrant, soft destroyer, 
Do not thus my heart control ; 
Phaon flies me far away, 
Reason does renounce thy sway, 
Yet contented I obey, | 

Ever raging, 

Past as8uaging, 
Love possesses all my soul. 


Beneath this sad and silent gloom 

I waste my beauty, youth, and bloom :;.. 
But not the shades that banish day 
Drive Phaon's brighter form away ; 
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A youth $0 shap*'d, with such a mien, 
A front like that of Jove serene, 

With sparkling eyes, and flowing hair, 
And wit that ever charms the fair, 


The $spiteful Gods contriv*d for ruin, 


And deck'd him thus for my undoing: 
O the soft transporting pleasure, 
When we yield our virgin treasure 
When we meet the joyous lover, 
And an equal flame discover. 
Nothing now to love denying, 
Blushing, panting, melting, dying. 
O the soft transporting bliss ! 
What is life—or fame to this ? 
I rave, I rave, unhappy maid ; 
That name my folly does upbraid :. 
To $shame, remorse, and death betray'd, 
What Power, what God can send relief ? 
Sicilian virgins, shun the arts 
Whence my misfortunes rise : x 
With ease my Phaon conquers hearts, 
With ease neglects the prize. 
I dream, or 1n Some rival's arms, 
Forgetful of my rified charms, 
I behold the perjur*d boy : 
Anguish waste, 
Lightning blast, 
Heaven forsake her, 
Hell o'ertake her, 
Ere $he tastes the rising joy ! 
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No; let her triumph, let her prize 
The faithless wretch, whom I despise ; 
By his ingratitude set free, 
T'll reap the sweet of liberty. 
Mighty hero, could you leave me ? 
Did my charmer hope to grieve me ? 
'Thus be all thy wishes blasted, 
For no longer I adore thee ; 

Had thy love one moment lasted, 
Happy I had chang'd before thee. 
Wander, Phaon: $0 will I, 

Roving, - ranging, 

Ever changing, 

Gay and airy, 

Form'd to vary 

]J, to pain you, 

Will disdain you, 
And to nobler conquest fly, 


Resentment, pride, and glowing shame, 


Once guardians of my spotless fame, 


By conquering Love though banish'd hence, 


Again vouchafe.me your defence, 
Assert an empire late your own, 
And $hake the tyrant on his throne ; 
Support me, aid me, for I feel 

My fainting resolution reel, 

Doubt, thou certain state of sorrow, 
We lose to-day, to wait to-morrow 
He may return, my Phaon may ; 

I cheat myself, why docs he stay ? 
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Shall Sappho, like a helpless maid, 
Pine to death, of death afraid ? 
I've tried all female arts in vain, 
Dissembled scorn and false disdain ; 
For oh'! with real grief opprest, 
I burn, and tempests shake my breast. 
O what torments wound my heart ! 
Gentle Death, in pity. take me, 
And perform thy grateful duty : 
Since my Phaon does forsake me, 
To thy arms I yield my beauty, 
Kinder then than Cupid's dart. 
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ODE XXIlI, 
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ALMAHIDE. 


BY HENRY $T. JOHN, 


AFTERWARDS LORD BOLINGBROKE, 


I mms OOO —_—— ——_— CC 


LoxG had I wander'd from the Muse's seat, 
Where, ever present to the Poet's eyes, 
A thousand grateful objects rise 
Where all is gay, and all is sweet; 
Where when past images we find, 
By Memory with these combin'd, 
She trom her store of fading sense can move, 
And frame no fancy but of joy and love; 
Where every Muse, and every Grace resides, 
The sacred temple where Apollo hides, 
From the prophane or vulgar eyes, , 
His awful mysteries: 
This blooming garden of the Delian God 
Long since I left, new paths to try ; 
On rough uneven ground I trod, 
And sought the gloomy dark abode 
Of Wisdom and Philosophy. 
From hence escap'd, with joy to thee I come ; 
Thee I re-visit, now my native home, 
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That magic land no more I'll tread, 
Nor drink of those lethargic streams | 
That with their poison taint the blood, 
And stop the sprightly purple flood ; 
That upward to the sickly head 
Send lazy vapors, idle dreams. 

Again I'll taste of the prophetic rill, 

Which rises fast by the Pierian hill. 

Phoebus all other nymphs fersook, 

To chase Castalia, young and fair ; 

_ To bathe in her delightful waves, 

All other waters now he leaves. 

He loosens here his golden hair, 

And plunges in the lucid brook. 

Once the coy maid refus*d the grace, 

And would not suffer his divine embrace : 

Now, wiser grown, no more $he'll fly, 

But clasps the god, and hugs the naked deity. 


As mariners their canvas wings distend, 

Leaving the pole to every northern blast ; 
Southward their courses bend, 
And, th* Ar&ic Circle past, 

The Temperate Zone with pleasure meet, 
With pleasure feel the growing heat; 
And, as they nearer to him run, 
Salute the long-abandon'd Sun; 

Thus from the trozen' skies, 


Ode X XIH. 


Where once benumb'd $he lay, 
My Muse to milder regions flies, 
And to Parnassus wings her way ' 


Methinks, already in my heart 
I feel a secret warmth arise, 
Which thence diffus'd to every vital part, 
Giows in my face, and sparkles in my eyes. 
| I $ee the $ummit of the hill 
With $pires of glory crown'd; 
And nearer now I see the mound, 
| Such was Apollo's will, - 
Rais'd by the Muges, to keep off the crowd 
. Of thronging Poets, insolent and loud; 
Wretches, whom though he deign not to inspire, 
Would yet be plac'd among the golden choir. 
Here Garth appears, to whom cansign'd 
The double charge of Health and Wit we find. 
Apollo, griev'd to see his arts disgrac'd, 
Physic and Poetry at once debas'd, 
Their sacred ends, for public good design'd, 
Perverted to destroy and plague mankind, 
To Garth the double charge imparts, 
Of living Verse, and healing Arts. 
Him when the God resolv*'d to send, 
He bid Hygeia on his steps attend, 
Bid every Muse and every Grace prepare 
To warm the Bard with all their fires, 
To join his song with all their lyres, 
And make his matchless poem all their care. 
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But now arriv'd, I mount the sacred hill, 
And joy and rapture all my $enses fill. 
My melancholy thoughts retire apace, 
And fly like daemons from the place. 
I feel, I feel the God return, 
He takes possession of my breast, 
And I with all his fury burn. 
Again I feel the pleasing smart ; 
Love fills his ancient throne, my heart; 
A charming tyrant, and a welcome guest, 


I know you well, ye silent groves, 
Conscious of my secret loves : 

Tell me how often have I found, 
Beneath your gentle shade, 

In pensive a&t upon the ground, 
The mournful STREPHON laid; 
Strephon, the glory of our British plains, 
The wish of all the nymphs, and envy of the swains. 
How often have I heard his charming voice 
Through all the neighbouring hills resound, 

While greedy echoes catch the sound, 

And to repeat the heavenly notes rejoice ! 

With Mira he begins his lays, 

And ends them all in Mira's praise; 

Nothing but Mira dwells upon his tongue, 

Charm of his heart, and subject of his song. 

Her beauty and her verse alike succeed, 
Nor can oblivion fear ; 
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For after- ages Shall with rapture read 
What we with rapture hear. 
The powerful lute, on which the Thracian play” d, 
Was by the Muses to the skies convey'd ; 
One more bright star $hall in the field appear, 
And Granville's pen adorn the glittering sphere, 
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But, $oft! I hear 

The s0unding lyre, 

And seel the God is near, 

And all the tuneful choir. 
I've reach'd the towering height, 

Tis here the Muses stay ; 
From hence 1'Il take my flight, 

And wing my airy way. 
Aloft my Muse and I will go, 
She scorns to aim at little things, 

At heroes, or at kings : 

She cannot stoop so low. 
To Almihide address thy song, 
It does of right to her belong. 
Soar ike the Theban $swan on high, 
Nor be afraid to venture nigh 
The flaming region of the sky. 
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Go on, my Muse, go on: 
Boldly approach the Sun ; 
And from his chariot-wheel 
Attempt to steal 
Vol. XVII, L 
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The sacred fire 
That does the Gods inspire, 
Then may*st thon in 1mmortal Jays 
A more than mortal Beauty praise. 
Or-should thy melting pintons fail, 
And I precipitate:descend; 
Should my unlucky stars prevail, 
And give my days this fatal end ; 
Yet in the nzonuments of Fame 
I shall seonre a lasting name ; 
And to have dar'd a thing so great 
Will place me far above the power of fate. 
Then when I draw my latest-breath, 
Should .Almahide vouchafe to smile, 
That would compensate for my death, 
And more than pay me for my toil. 
Stay, foolisgh Muse, thy hurry stay ? 
Where will thy madness run? F 
To Almahide-dire&t thy way, 
And seek no other Sun. 
"Tis she supphes, 
With bfighter eyes, 
The distance of the God of Day. 
When they are shut, in Britain then *tis night, 
And we eternal darkness fear ; 
But, when the radiant balls appear, 
We feel their warmth, and bless the rising light. 
Thus $hall my theme my song inspire, 
And heat my breast with double'fire;. 
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And thus my humble Genius raise 
High as the Beauty that I praise.. 
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Thus be my want of strength supplied ! 
Thus may she grant what Nature has denied! 
l azk no inspiration. but from Almahide. 


In the world's early days, 

When first Religion did appear ; 

Religion, which has cost mankind $0 dear ; 

When men began to rate. 
Gods to themselves, and then those Gods to fear, 
Chose various Lords, and, tir'd of being free, 

Of every Virtue fram'd a Deity : 

_ Had Almahide been known, 
Had she been born to shine, 
They had ador*'d no other shrine, 
And $he had rul'd the globe alone. 
_ All these perfeCtions are wn her combin'd, 
The form of Venus, and Diana's mind ; 
Her rays a lustre like the Sun's dispense, 
And shed on all a bounteous influence. 
A cruel glance from those fair eyes, 
A word by her in anger spoke, 
Gives more alarms 
Than Jove in arms, 

And swifter than his lightning flies, 
And $arer than his stroke. 
Only below she could not dwell, 


Or Hell would be no longer Hell. 
L 2 
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At her approach the realms of woe 
_ Would change their horrid face, 
The burning flood forget to flow, 
And Furies fly the place. 
And ee the lovely form appear 
Before my ravish' d eyes, 
Close to yon crystal stream the charmer lies, 
Behold her, swains, behold her there ; 
Impending branches shield the Fair, 
And beds of camomile the beauteous burden bear, 
See, how, reclining on the grass, 
In this clear brook, her faithful glass, 
First she eolleCts her scatter'd hair, | 
Then in tresses, 
As $he dresses, 
Places every flower that's gay, 
Places all the pride of May, 
Not to adorn, but to compare. 
In vain with her's their brightest colors vie ; - 
The blushing rose 
Its weakness knows, 
And vanquish'd lilies own her victory. 
Nor raises she her head, but, downward bent, 
Approves her form, and, smilling, seems content. 
Observe the troops of Loves 
That swarm about the groves, 
Lean on their wings, and hanging, in the air, 
Mistake the nymph, and think their mother there. 
Gently, sweet Zephyr, gently blow, 
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And make th* mjurious mantle rise, 
And wound our hearts, and please our eyes. 
Uaveil the nymph, dear wind, remove 
Those clouds that hide this world of Love: 
And see ! the friendly breeze obeys, 
Saluting he betrays. 
Oh, give her slave to know 
That sca of milk, those hills of snow, 
And all the blissful vales of joy below. 
He would, but cam no more disclose 
Resisting robes oppose: _ 
The thousand folds of that invidious vest 
Inhrine their treasure and our sight arrest. 
Corporeal eyes no farther reach : 
But Fancy 1s not thus confin'd ; 
Fancy can enter through the smallest breach, 
And through the $subtile plaits a passage find. 
Thus having plerc'd the screen, 
Fancy relates what she has seen, 
And tires the soul while $she instructs the mind. 
Thus we, fond wretches, court our fate, 
And when the pointed darts 
Increase the pains we might abate, 
And plunge them in our hearts; 
In vain we hope to find a cure, 
No remedy 18 n12h : 
Without relief we must endure, 
And without pity die. 
L 3 
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Fair Almahide gives love to all, - + 

All that dare look her viQtims fall ; 

But $he herself receives from none, 

Or, what's the same to me, from One: 

One happy man that dwells within thoge arms 
Tastes all her joys, and rifles all her charms ; 
While dying crowds of Lovers stand, 


And look, and gaze, and wish to share ; 
But Virtue with her magic wand 


Encircles round the happy pair. 
Thus when the Moon on Latian Latmus lay, 
And rapt in pleasure laugh'd her hours away, 
Her beauty and her light to all mankind 
Without distinCtion $hin'd ; 
But to Endymion was her love confin'd. 
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LYRIC POETRY. 


BY SIR JAMES MARRIOT, BART. 


I, I. 
ſxMaTE of smoaking cots, whose rustic shed, 
Within this humble bed, 
Her twittering progeny contains, 
The swallow sweeps the plains, 
_ Or lightly skims from Jevel lakes the dew. 
+ The ringdove, ever true, 
In plaintive accents tells of unrelenting fate, 
Far from the raven's croak, and bird of night, 
That $shrieking wings ber flight, 
When, at his mutter*d rite, - 
Hid in the dusky desart vale, 
With starting eye, and visage pale, 
The grimly wizard sees the spectres rise unholy; 
But haunts the woods that held her beauteous mate, 
And wooes the echo soft with murmurs melancholy, 
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Sublime alone the feather*d monarch flies, 
His nest dark mists upon the mountains Shrowd; 
In vain the howling storms arise, 
When borne on outstretch'd plume aloft he springs, 
Dashing with many a stroke the parting cloud, 
Or to the buoyant air commits his wings, 
Floating with even sail adown the liquid skies; 
Then darting upward, swift his wings aspire, 
Where thunders keep their gloomy seat, 
And lightnings, arm'd with Heaven's aveuging ire, 
None can the dread artillery meet, 
Or through the airy region rove, 
But he who guards the throne of Jove, 
And grasps the flaming bolt of sacred fire. 
Jo Jo 
Know, with young Ambition bold, 
In vain, my Muse, thy dazzled eyes explore, 
Distant aims, where wont to $oar, 
Their burning way the kindling $pirits hold. 
Heights too arduous wisely shun ; 
 Humbler flights thy wings attend; 
For Heaven-taught Genius can alone ascend 
Back to her native sky, 
And with directed eagle eye 
Pervade the lofty spheres, and view the blazing sun. 
| Il. I, | 
But hatrk | o'er all the flower enamell'd ground 
_ What muzic breathes around! 


p_— —————— 
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I see, 1 see the virgin train 
Unlock their streams again, 
Rolling to many a vale their liquid lapse along, 
While at the warbled song 
Which holds entranc'd Attention's wakeful ear, 
Broke are the magic bands of iron Slee», 
Love, wayward child, oft wont to weep, 
In tears his robe to steep 
Forgets 3 and Care that counts his store, 
Now thinks each mighty business o'er ; 
While sits on ruin'd cities, War's wide-wasting slory, 
Ambition, ceasing the proud pile to rear, 
And sighs, unfinish'd leaving half her ample story. 
| Il. 2. 
Then once more, sweet enthusiast, happy lyre, 
Thy soothing solace deign awhile to bring. 
I strive to catch the sacred fire, 
And wake thee emulous on Granta's plain, 
Where all the Muses haunt his hallow'd spring, 
And where the Graces shun the sordid train, 
Scornful of Heaven-born arts which thee and peace 
inspire : 
On life's sequester*d scenes 5 they Silent wait, 
Nor heed the baseless pomp of power, 
Nor shining dreams that crowd at Fortune's gate ; 
But 8mooth th? inevitable hour 
Of pain, which man is doom'd to know, 
And teach the mortal mind to glow 
With pleasures plac'd beyond the shaft of Fate, 
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I. 3. 
But, alas! th* amusive reed 
711 suits the lyre that asks a master”'s hand, 
And fond fancies vainly feed 
A breast that life's more active scenes.demand, 
Sloth ignoble to disclaim 
'Tis enough: the lyre unstring. 
At other feet the victor-palm I fling 
In Granta's glorious sbrine 
Where crown'd with radiance divine, 
Her smiles $hall nurse the Muse: the Muse $hall lift 
her fame. 
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THE 


POWER OF POETRY. 
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BY EDW. ROLLE, B.D. 


Warn tunefal Orpheus strove by moving strains 
To s0oth the furious hate of rugged swains, 
The lis ning multitude was pleas'd, | 
Ev'n Rapine dropt her ravish'd prey, 
'Till by the soft oppression serz'd, 
Pach savage heard his rage away : 
And now o'ercome, in kind consent they move, 
And all is harmony, and all 1s love! 
II. 
Not 80, when Greece's chief by Heav*n inspir'd, 
With love-of arms each glowing bosom fir'd ; 
But now the trembling soldier fled, 
Regardless of the glorious prize ; 
And: his brave thirst of honor dead, 
He durst not meet with hostile eyes; 


Whilst glittering shields and s8words, war's bright array, 


Were either worn in vain, or basely thrown away. 
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II. 
Soon as the hero, by his martial strains, 
Had kindled virtue in their frozen veins ; 
 Afresh the warlike spirit grows, 
Like flame, the brave contagion ran ; 
See in each sparkling eye it glows, 
And catches on from man to man! 
"Till rage in every breast to fear succeed ; 
And now they dare, and now they wish to bleed! 
. IV. 
With different movements fraught were Maro's lays, 
Taught flowing grief, and kind concern to raise : 
He sung Marcellus* mournful name ! 
In beauty*s, and in glory's bloom, 
| Torn from himself, from friends, from fame, 
And rapt into an early tomb ! 
He sung ; and sorrow $tole on all, 
And sighs began to heave, and tears began to fall! 
| V. ; 
But Rome's high empress felt the greatest smart, 
Touch'd both by nature, and the poet's art : 
For as he sung the mournful strain, 
So well the hero's portraiture he drew, 
She saw him sicken, fade again, 
And in description bleed anew. 
Then pierc'd, and yielding to the melting lay, 
She $sigh'd, $he fainted, sunk, and died away. 
Vl. 
Thus numbers once did human breasts control. 
Ah! where dwells now such empire o'er the soul? 


04: XXV. ODEs, 121 


mm rr ———_—_— 


| 


Transported by harmonious lays, 
The mind 1s melted down, or burns: 
With joy o'er Windsor forest strays, 
Or grieves when Eloisa mourns : 
Still the same ardor kindles ev'ry line, 


And our own PoPE is now what VIRGIL was, divine. 
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Haeyy the babe whose natal hour 
The Muse propitious deigns to grace, 
No frowns on his soft forehead low'r, 
No cries distort his tender face ; 
But o'er her child, forgetting all her pangs, 
Insatiate of her smiles, the raptur'd parent hangs. 
| II. X 
Let statesmen on the sleepless bed 
| The fate of realms and princes weigh, 
While in the agonizing head 
They form ideal scenes of sway ; 
Not long, alas ! the fancied charms delight, 
But melt, like speQtre forms, in silent shades of night, 
II, 
Ye heavy pedants, dull of lore, 
Nod o'er the taper*s livid flame ; 
Ye misers, still increase your store 
Still tremble at the robber's name: 
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0r shudd'ring from the recent dream arise, 
While viszonary fire glows dreadful.to your eyes. 
IV. 
Far other joys the Muses show'r, 
Benignant, on the aching breast ; 
"Tis theirs, in the lone, cheerless hour, 
To lull the lab'ring heart to rest : | 
With bright*ning calms they glad the prospect drear, 
And bid each groan subside, and dry up every tear. 
V. 
From earthly mists, ye gentle Nine ! 
Whene'er you purge the visual ray, 
Sudden the landscapes fairer shine, ' 
And blander smiles the face of day; 
£1'n Chloe's lips with brighter vermil glow, 
And on her youthful cheek the rose-buds fresber blow. 
VI, 
When Boreas sounds his fierce alarms, 
And all the green-clad nymphs are fled, 
Oh! then I lie in Fancy's arms, | 
On fragrant May's delicious bed ; 
And through the shade, slow-creeping from the dale, 
Feel on my drowsy face the lily-breathing gale. 
VII. 
Or on the mountain's airy height | 
Hear Winter call his howling train, 
Chas'd by the Spring and Dryads light, 
That now resume their blissful reign : 
| M 2 | 
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While smiling Flora binds her Zepbyr*'s brows 
With every various flow'r that Nature's lap bestows, 
VIII, 
More potent than the Sibyl's gold 
That led Aeneas* bold emprize, 
When you, Calliope, unfold 
Your laurel branch, each phantom flies! 
Slow Cares with heavy wings beat the dull air, I 
And Dread, and pale-ey'd Grief, and Pain, and black | 
Despair. | | 
; IX, 
With you Elysium's happy bow”rs, 
The mansions of the glorious dead, 
I visit oft, and cull the flow'rs 
That rise spontaneous to your tread ; 
Such aftive virtue warms that pregnant earth, s 
And heay*n with kindlier hand assists each genial birth, | 
X. | 
Here oft I wander through the gloom, 
While pendent fruit the leaves among 
Gleams through the shade with golden bloom, 
Where lurk along the feather'd throng, 
Whose notes th' Eternal spring unceasing cheer, 
"Nor leave in mournful silence half the drooping year, 
XI. 
And oft I view along the plain 
With slow and solemn steps proceed 
Heroes and chiefs, an awful train, 
And high exalt the laurell'd head ; 
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Submiss I honor every sacred name, 
Deep in the column grav'd of adamaatine fame. 
XII. 
But cease, my Muse, with tender wing, 
Unfledg'd, ethereal flight to dare, 
Stern Cato's bold discourse to sing, 
Or paint immortal Brutus” air; 
May Britain ne'er the weight of slav'ry feel ; 
Or bid a Brutus $hake for her his crimson stecel | 
. X11, 
Lo! yonder negligently laid 
Fast by the stream's impurpled side, 
Where through the thick-entangled shade, 
The radiant waves of nectar ghde, 
Each sacred Poet strikes his tuneful lyre, 
And wakes the ravish'd heart, and bids the soul aspire. 
XIV, 
No more 1s heard the plaintive strain, 
Or pleasing Melancholy*'s song, 
Tibullus here forgets his pain, 
And joins the love-exulting throng : 
For Cupid flutters round with golden dart, 
And fiercely twangs his bow at every rebel heart. 
XV. 
There stretch'd at ease Anacreon gay 
And on his melting Lesbia's breast, 
With eye half-rais'd, Catullus lay, 
And gaz'd humself to balmy rest ; 
M 3 


2126 ODES. 07/B. 0446 
While Venus! self through all the am*rous groves 
With kisses fresh distill'd supply*'d their constant loves, 
- XVI. 
Now Horace? hand the string inspir'd ; 
My soul, impatient as he sung, 
The Muse unconquerable fir'd, 
And heavenly accents seiz'd my tongue : 
Then lock*'d in admiration $weet I bow'd, 
Confess'd his potent art, nor could forbear aloud. 
XVII. 
Hail, glorious Bard 1 whose high: command 
A thousand various strings obey, 
While joins and mixes to thy hand 
At once the bold and tender lay ! 
Not mighty Homer down Parnassus steep 
Rolls the full tide of verse s0 clear, and yet s0 deep. - 
XVI. 
O could I catch one ray divine 
From thy intolerable blaze! 
To pour strong lustre on my line, 
And my aspiring $ong to raisez 
Then $hould the Muse her choicest influence shed, 
And with eternal wreaths entwine my lofty head. 
XIX. 
Then would I sing the sons of Fame, 
Th*. immortal chiefs of ancient age, 
Or tell of Love's celestial flame, 
Or ope fair Friendship's sacred page, 
And leave the sullen thought and struggling groan, 
To take their watchful stands around the gaudy throne. 
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ODE XXVII. 


ON THE 


INSTITUTION OF A SOCIETY 
IN LIVERPOOLs, 


FOR THE ENCOURAGEMENT OF 


DESIGNING, DRAWING, PAINTING, &c 


DECEMBER 17, 1773. 


BY WILLIAM ROSCOE. 


Quel presage pour Polhimnie ! 
La glorie des dieux du pinceau, 
A la reine de I harmonie 
Annonce un triomphe nouveau 
---Par des reciproques Secours 
Augmentant leur clarte feconde 
Les astres eclairent le monde 
Sans se combattre dans leur cours. GRESSET. 


_— — —__ 


From climes where Slavery's iron chain 
Has bound to earth the soaring mind, 
Where Grecia mourns her blasted plain 
To want and indolence resign'd 

From fair Italia's once loy'd shore, 
(The land of Freedom now no more) 


But rais'd their altars here, and fix'd their happier home, 


And for her sister Arts an easier path prepare. 
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Disdainful of each former seat, 

The Arts, alovely train, retreat : 

Still prospering under Freedom's eye, 
With her they bloom, with her they fly ; 
And when the Power transferr*d her smile 
To Albion's ever grateful isle, 

'The lovely Fugitives forgot to roam, 


Swift fly the hovering shades of Night, 
When bursts the orient dawn of Day ; 
As swift before their mental light 
The clouds of 1gnorance decay. 

First came the Muse—her great design 
Each dull sensation to refine 

To plant in every rugged breast 

The seeds of Genius and of Taste ; 

To bid the heart expand with woe, 

Or with the great example glow, 

Or smile along the sportive page, 

Or $8brink at Satire's pointed rage ; 
Thro' Fancy's realms the wondering mind to bear, 


Of power to $till the raging deep, 

To damp the gay, to warm the cold, 
To bid the steel-ribb'd warrior weep, 
And make the trembling dastard bold, 
To free the slave, the world to tame, 
Queen of the Spheres, next Music came ;— 
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Her strains can every care contro], : 
And waft to heaven the list*ning soul ; 
Can every soft affection move, 
And tune the amorous pulse to love: 
Now chaste and rapturous joys inspire, 
Pure as the vestal's sacred fire 

Now loud and dreadful swell the strong alarms, 
Foment the thirst of blood, the glorious rage of arms. 


Next came the Power, in whom conjoin'd 
Their different excellence is shewn ; 

| Yet s8weetly blended, and combin'd 

With charms peculiarly her own. 

Beneath the great Creator's eye, 

*T was She with azure spread the sky ; 
And when Creation first had birth, 

In happiest hues array*'d the earth : 

Still varying in each varied scene, 
Bedeck'd the smiling meads with green, 
Blush'd in the flower, and ting'd the fruit, 
More lovely still as more minute 

O'er every part the veil of beauty cast, 


In heav*nly colors bright, thro* numerous years to 


last. 


Hers is the glowing bold design, 
The just and lessening perspeCtive, 
The beauties of the waving line, 

- And all the pencil's power can give, 
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"Tis true—the Bard's harmonious tongue 
May draw the landscape bright and strong ; 
Describe the dreadful scenes of war, 
The crexted helm, the rattling car ; 
The generous thirst of praise inspire, 
And kindle Virtue's sacred fire ; 
Yet $till may Painting's glowing hand 
An equal share of praise command ; 
In every province claim her mingled part, 
The wondering sense to charm, or moralize the heart. 


Majestic, nervous, bold, and strong, 
Let Angelo with Milton vie 
Oppos'd to Waller's amorous $ong, 
His art let wanton Titian try ; 
Let great Romano's free ys 4 
Contend with Dryden's pompous line ; 
And chaste Co:reggio's graceful air 
With Pope's unblemish'd page compare 
Loraine may rival Thomson's name ; 
And Hogarth's equal Butler's fame: 
For $till where-e'er th* aspiring Muse 
Her wide, unbounded flight pursues, 
Her Sister soars on kindred wings sublime, 
And gives her favoritenames to grace the rolls of time, 


When just degrees of shade and light 
Contend in sweetest harmony, | 
Then bursts upon the raptur'd sight 
'The silent Music of the eye. 
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Bold, as the Base*s deeper sound, 
We trace the well imagin'd ground; 
Next in the varying scenes behind, 
The $weet melodious Tenor find ; 
And as the soft'ning notes decay, 
The distant prospett fades away : 
Their aid if mingling colors give, 
To bid the mimic landscape live ; 

The visual concert breaks upon the eyes, 
With every different charm which Music's hand sup- 
plies, 


If, torn from all we hold most dear, 
The tedious moments slowly roll, 
Can Music's tenderest accents cheer 
The silent grief that melts the soul ? 
Or can the Poet's boasted art 
The healing balm of peace impart ? 
—Ah, no!—'Tis only Painting's pow'r 
Can $ooth the sad, the painful hour 
Can bring the much loy*d form to view, 
In features exquisitely true 
The $parkling eye, the blooming face, | 
The $hape adorn'd with every grace, 

To Nature's self scarce yield the doubtful strife, 


Swell from the deep*ning shade, and ask the gift of | 
life, = | 


By slow degrees, the Muse's sk1ill 
A just conception must impart ; 
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| Bend by degrees the stubborn will ; 
Touch by degrees the harden'd heart 
To aid the task whilst Memory joins, 
And every wand'ring thought combines ; 
Collecting then the beauteous whole, 
She gives thy idea to the soul : 
But when with happiest nature wgrm, 
The Artist spreads his pictur'd charm, 
At once we feel th* accomplish'd thought, 
At once the great effect is wrought : 
Nor only to. the judging few confin'd, 
It strikes each artless eye, and speaks to every mind, 


Tn all the force of language drest, 
But faintly moves the feeble strain ; 
But to the faithful s1ght exprest, 
The story thrills thro* every vein. 
Friend of the Arts, when Caesar bled, 
Soon as the murd*rous tidings spread, 
Each Roman heav'd a sigh sincere, 
Each hardy veteran dropp'd a tear : 
But when to public view confest, 
High wav'd the hero's blood-stain'd vest, 
A generous phrensy seiz'd the throng, 
.Revenge was heard from every tongue ; 
Thence every nervous arm fresh vigour drew, 
Bright gleam'd the vengeful steel, and dreadful fire- 
brands flew, 
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O Queen of Heaven's unnumber*d dyes! 
Whose skill, with various pow'r replete, 
Can bid the swift ideas rise, 
Of tender, beauteous, strong, and great! 
For thee in mutual bands we join ;— 
Nor thou the fond attempt decline ; 
But to our longing sight display 
Some sparks of thy celestial ray : 
And if beneath a rough disguise 
The latent gem of Genius lies, 
Do thou impart thy friendly aid, 
Thy loveliest polish o'er it spread; 

So shall its beams, with genuine lustre bright, 
Pour radiance on thine head, who call'd it first to light, 


And ye, with wealth profusely blest, 
The $ubstitutes of Pow*'r supreme, 
To cheer the heart by grief deprest, 
And cherish Virtue's sacred flame ; 
To us your generous cares extend ; 
The $suppliant train of Arts befriend : 
Nor think, to Misery*s claims unjust, 
You misapply. your sacred trust ; 

Or, whilst you bid the Genius rise, 
Your noble task negle&ed lies : 

For $till the breast where Genius glows, 
A sense of moral beauty knows ; 


Endu'd with gifts above the crowd to shine, (divine. 


, The judge of Nature's works, and Virtue's charms 


Vol. XF1I.IL N 
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mW”: ON 
LE MOINE's PAINTING 


OF THE ANNUNCIATION, AT WINCHESTER CHAPEL, 


— — 
wp DAI SEALS) 


BY GLOSTER RIDLEY, LL.D. 


T as pencil's magic force I sing, 
Be present all ye tuneful powers; 
Let every Muse as3istance bring, 
And open her poetic stores : 
Come, all ye charms of verse, and let my lays 
Be perfe&, as the subject of my praige. | 


Let every grace my speech combine, 
Let elegance with strength unite, 
To furnitsh out the great design, 
And place it in the fairest light. 
Then like the beauteous piece shall be my song, 
Bright without blaze, and with correCtness strong. 


But, oh! Le Moine, what powerful skill 
Thy pencil's lively strokes can trace! 


. — - a — 
— 
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Who can the hardy task fulfil, 
And imitate each nameless grace ? 
| Who $0 expressly, with such rich design, 
As thou dost Nature's works, can copy thine ? 


Who can like thee, with daring hand, 
The bright aetherial herald paint, 
Descending at his God's command, 
To hail with joy the virgin saint! 
Should angels e'er again their heaven forsake, 
Surely this form they would delight to take. 


How does the beauteous figure please, 
Form'd by thy pengil's nicest care! 
Behold with what a graceful ease 
Lightly it seems to hang in air :' 
Whilst his expressive hand aloft he rears, 
And, by his action, speaks the news he bears. 


The Virgin, bending to the earth, 
With reverence the great guest receives, 
Hears of Messiah's glorious birth, 
And, rapt with ecstacies, believes : 
How plainly do we read each thought exprest ! 
How her eyes shew th* emotions of her breast! 


See o'er her sacred face display*'d 
A doubtful gliunpse of joy appears, 
Which faintly dawns, then seems to fade, 
Corrected by an aweful fear : 
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Thus often a fair sky uncertain lours, NR 
Begins to Shine, and then descends in showers, 


Who then can worthily admire 
That artful hand, that skill divine, 
Which thus makes contraries conspire, 
And disagreeing passions join ? 
Love, fear, joy, grief, in $sweet confusion thrown. 
Are by thy pencil blended here in one. 


Thus gather*d to the crystal glass 
Repair the many-color'd rays, 
Together through the convex pass, 
And weave themselves into a blaze; 
Till, at the last, the various dyes unite, 
And form one undistinguish'd stream of light. 


Thou, wondrous Painter, whence this art, 
From whence this power didst thou derive, 
Thus, like Prometheus, to impart 
Breath to thy work, and bid it live ? 
How couldst thou thus the pointed form inspire, 
But that, like him, from heaven thou steal'st thy fire? 


Still, as I gaze, fresh charms arise, 
New beauties open to my sight, 
Distract me with the sweet surprise, 
And dazzle with excess of light : 
T think this moment I have view'd them o'er, 
But the next moment see as many more. 
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Oh ! may the piece, unhurt by age, 
Tolatest years preserve its grace! 
Never may Time's devouring rage 
Thy noblest work, Le Moine, deface! 
But thus the firm memorial let it stand 
Of Burton's generous mind, and thy creating hand! 


— —_— ——. 


—— 
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ODE TI. 


ER 
THE CREATOR. 


FROM EUPOLIS, 
rr rm mm mmmnmnrnmm_ 


BY FRANCIS FAWKES, M.A. 
CCLRC CEE 


AvTaox of being, source of light, 
With unfading beauties bright, 
Fulness, goodness, rolling round 
Thy own fair orb without a bound: 
Whether thee thy suppliants call 
Truth, or good, or one, or all, 

Et or IA0; Thee we hail, 

 Essence that can never fail, 

Grecian or barbaric name, | 
Thy stedfast being $till the same. 
Thee, when morning greets the skies 

_ With rosy cheeks and humid eyes; 


42 


All creating power confess, 


| Barren above thou dost not reign, 


And through Heaven's arch resound thy praise. 


ODES., 


Thee, when s$weet declining day 
Sinks in purple waves away 
Thee will I sing, O parent Jove, 
And teach the world to praise and love. 
Yonder azure vault on high, 

Yonder blue, low, liquid sky, 

Earth on its firm basis plac*d, 

And with circling waves embrac'd, 


All their mighty Maker bless. 

Thou $hak'st all nature with thy nod, 

Sea, earth, and air, confess the God : 

Yet does thy powerful hand sustain 

Both earth and heaven, both firm and main. 
Scarce can our daring thoughts arise 

To thy pavilion in the skies; / 

Nor can Plato's self declare 

'The bliss, the joy, the rapture there. 


But circled with a glorious train, 

The $0ns of God, the sons of light, 
Ever joying in thy sight : 

(For thee their silver harps are strung,) 
Ever beauteous, ever young z ; 

Angelic forms their voices raise, 


The feather'd fowls that swim the air, 
And bathe in liquid ether there, 

The lark, sweet herald of their choir, 
Leading them higher till and higher, 
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Listen and learn ; th* angelic notes 
Repeating in their warbling throats : 
And ere to soft repose they go, 
Teach them to their lords below : 


On the green turf, their mossy nest, 


CS ER_S 


We: 2 HCY 


, The evening anthem swells their breast. | 
f Thus, like thy golden chain on high, 
PR Thy praise unites the earth and sky, ! 
- Source of light, thou bidst the 8un 
4 On his burning axle run ; | 
L; The $tars like dust around him fly, 1 
2 And show the area of the sky. 
£ He drives $80 swift his race above, | 
7 Mortals can't perceive him move ; 
b So smooth his course, oblique or straight, - . 
> Olympus shakes not with his weight. , 
: As the queen of solemn night ' 
# Fills at his vase her orb of light, — 


jp 
| 
Imparted Jlustre ; thus we see 
The solar virtue shines by thee. 
EIlRESIONE we'll no more, 
Imaginary power, adore; | . 
Since oil, and wool, and cheering wine, 
And life-sustaining bread are thine. ; 
Thy herbage, O great Pan, sustains | 
The flocks that graze our Attic plains; | 
'The olive, with fresh verdure crown'd, 
Rises pregnant from the ground ; 
At thy command it shoots and springs, 
And a thousand blessings brings. 
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Minerva only is thy mind, | 
' Wisdom and bounty to mankind. 
| The fragrant thyine, the bloomy rose, 
Herb, and flower, and sbrub that grows 
On Thessalian Tempe's plain, 
Or where the rich Sabeans reign, 
That treat the taste, or smel], or sight, 
For food, for med'cine, or delight ; 
Planted by thy parent care, 
Spring, and smile, and flourish there. 
O ye nuryes of soft dreams, 
Reedy brooks, and winding streams, 
Or murmuring o'er the pebbles sheen, 
Or sliding thro* the meadows green, 
Or where thro' matted sedge you creep, 
Travelling to your parent deep : 
Sound his praise, by whom you rose, 
'That $sea, which neither ebbs nor flows. 
O ye 1,mmortal woods and groves, 
Which th* enamour*'d student loves ; 
Beneath whose venerable shade, 
For thought and friendly converse made, 
Fam'd HECADEM, old hero, lies, 
Whose sbrine 1s shaded from the skies, 
And through the gloom of silent night 
Projects from far its trembling light ; 
You, whose roots descend as low, 
As high in air your branches grow 3 
Your leafy arms to heaven extend, 
Bend your heads, in homage bend; 
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Cedars and-pines that wave above, 

And mighty oaks belov'd of Jove 
Omen, monster, prodigy, 

Or nothing are, or Jove from thee! 
Whether various nature play, 

Or reinvers'd thy will obey, 

And to rebel man declare 

Famine, plague, or wasteful war. - 
Laugh, ye,prophane, who dare despise 
The threatening vengeance of the skies, 
Whilst the pious, on his guard, 
Undismay*d 1s $till prepar'd: 

Life or death, his mind's at rest, 

Since what thou send'st must needs be best. 
No evil can from thee proceed : 

*T1s only sufter*d, not decreed. 


 Darkness is not from the sun, 


Nor mount the shades till he is gone : 
Then does night obscene arise 

From Erebus, and fill the skies, 

Fantastic forms the air invade, 

Daughters of nothing, and of shade, 

Can we forget thy guardian care, 

Slow to punish, prone to spare! | 

Thou break'st the haughty Persian's pride, 
That dar*d old Ocean's power deride ; 
Their shipwrecks strew'd th* Eubean wave, 
| At Marathon they found a grave. 
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O ye blest Greeks who there expir'd, 
For Greece with pious ardor fir'd, 
What shrines or altars shall we raise 
To secure your endless praise ? 

Or need we monuments supply, 

To rescue what can never die? 

And yet a greater hero far 

(Unless great Socrates could err) 
Shall rise to bless some future day, 
And teach to live, and teach to pray. 
Come, unknown instructor, come ! 
Our leaping hearts shall make thee room : 
Thou with Jove our vows $halt share, 
Of Jove and thee we are the care. 

O father, king, whose heavenly face 
Shines serene on all thy race, 

We thy magnificence adore, 

And thy well-known aid implore ; 
Nor vainly for thy help we call ; 

Nor can we want : for thou artall! 
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ODE Il. 


TO 


THE SUPREME GOD. 


FROM CLEANTHES, 


BY SAMUEL BOW DEN, M.D. 


he — 


— 
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Gream Father of the skies, whose boundless 8way 

Both Gods above and worlds below obey. 

Thy laws sustain the universal frame, 

Various thy titles, but thy power the same, 

Hail, sovereign Jove! all nations shall address 

Their songs to thee, who gave them tongues to bless, 

Behold thy image grovelling on the earth, 

Faint echoes of thy voice, which gave us birth ; 

Then back will I reflect thy praises still, 

And sing the wonders of almighty skill. 

The wide expanse of yon etherial pliin, 

And all below, 1s subject to thy reign. | 

The forked lightnings, which, with double glare, 

Sublimely wave, and linger in the air, 

From thy dread arm with pointed fury fly, 

And, ting'd with ruddy vengeance, sweep the sky. 
O 2 
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The ray divine o'er all the frame presides, 

Glows in the sun, and in the ocean glides. 

From thee each atom of creation springs ; 

Hail! great 8upport of all inferior things ! 

The orbs above, and floating seas below, 

Move by thy laws, and by thy influence flow : 

All, rang'd in order, know their destin'd place, 

All but the mad, degenerate human race : 

But thou can'st order from confusion bring, 

Bid peace from discord, good from evil spring: 

And when all nature frowns, and nations jar, 

Set calms in storms, and harmony in war. 

Great Jove 80 justly fram'd the earthly ball, 

That uniyersal good results from all ; 

While common sense $till shines with certain ray, 

And thro*' the seeming maze points out the way ; 

Yet thoughtless men, to this blest convoy blind, 

Court the wild diates of a restless mind 

Perversely fly the universal light; 

And the sweet voice of heavenly Reasonslight. 

Unhappy men} who toil and huat for bliss, 

But the plain road of sacred wisdom miss : 

Led by this constant, this unerring guide, 

Through flowery paths man's life would smoothly 
glide: 

But urg'd by passion, heedless we pursue 

The first mad pleasures that invite the view, 

Some avarice and sordid faste inspire, 

Ambition some, and fame's ungovern'd fire; 
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Soft luxury some, and Cyprian charms delight, 
While all rush forward to the heaven in 51. ht, 

But thou, who thunderest in the vault above, 
Corre6t these vain desires, O bounteous Jove ! 

Let god-like reason in our bosoms dwell, 

And from weak minds this lunacy expel ; 

A ray of wisdom on our sgouls bestow, 

By which thou rul'st all nature's scene below : 
Then with devotiou fir*d, we'll hail thee King, 
And in eternal songs thy wonders sing. | 

No greater good can men or Gods atten-!, 

Than at thy throne with prostrate hearts to bend. 


—_ 
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ODE III. | 


FROM Ine. SAME 
ADDBED OF CLEANTHES, 


BY  GHLABKT WEST, ESP. 
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O vuxvE various sacred names ador'd! 
Divinity snupreme! all-potent Lord! . 
Autl-or of nature! whose unbounded sway 
And legislative power all things obey ! 

Majestic Jove ! all hail! To thee belong 

_The supphant prayer and tributary song : 

To thee from all thy mortal offspring due ; 
From thee we came, from thee our being drew ; 
Whatever lives and moves, great Sire! is thine, 
Embodied portions of the soul divine. 
Therefore to thee will I attune my string, 

And of thy wondrous power for ever sing. 

The wheeling orbs, the wandering fires above, 
'That round this earthly sphere incessant move, 
Thro” all this boundless world admit thy sway, 
And roll spontaneous where thou point'st the way. 
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ch is the awe imprest on nature round 

T When thro” the void thy dreadful thunders sound, 
Those flaming agents of thy matchless power 

WT Astonish'd worlds hear, tremble, and adore. 

WT Thus paramount to all, by all obey'd, 


BY Ruling that reason which, through all convey'd, 
WY loforms this general mass, thou reign'st ador'd, 
Y cupreme, unbounded, universal Lord, 


For nor in earth, nor earth encircling floods, 
Nor yon etherial pole, the seat of Gods, 
Is ought perform'd without thy aid divine 
Strength, wisdom, virtue, mighty Jove, are thine ! 
Jl Vice 1s the att of man, by passion tost, 
I And in the shoreless sea of folly lost ; 

J But thou what vice disorders can'st compose, 
And profitby the malice of thy foes : 
So blending good with evil, fair with foul, 
As thence to model one harmonious whole : 
One universal law of truth and right ; 
But wretched mortals shun the heavenly light; 
And, though to bliss directing still their choice, 
Hear not, or heed not Reason's sacred voice, 
That common guide ordain'd to point the road 
That leads obedient man to s0l1d good. 
Thence, quitting Virtue's lovely paths, they rove 
As various objects various passions move. 
Some through opposing crowds and threat'ning war 
week Power's bright throne, and Fame's triamphal car, 
Some, bent on wealth, pursue with endless pain 
Oppressive, sordid, and dishonest gain; 
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While others, to soft indolence resign'd, 

Drown in corporeal sweets th' immortal mind. 

But, O great Father, thunder-ruling God } 

Who in thick darkness mak'st thy dread abode ! 

Thou, from whose bounty all good gifts descend, 

Do thou from ignorance mankind defend! 

The clouds of vice and folly, O controul, 

And shed the beams of wisdom on the soul! 

'Those radiant beams, by whose all-piercing flame 

Thy justice rules this universal frame. 

That honor'd with a portion of thy light, 

We may essay thy goodness to requite 

With honorary songs and grateful lays, 

And hymn thy glorious works with ceaseless praise, 

The proper. task of man ; and sure to sing 

Of nature's laws, and nature's mighty king 

Is bliss 8upreme. Let Gods with mortals join! 
The $ubject may transport a breast divine. 
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ODE IV. 


TO 


VIRTUE. 


FROM ARISTOTLE'S PAEAN. 


BY THOMAS NEVILLE, M.A. 
OF JESUS COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE. 


| 


Haz, ViRTUE! Goddess! govereign good, 
By man's bold race with pain pursued! *' 
Where'er thou dart'st thy radiant eye, 
Greece sees. her sons with transport fly ; 
Danger before thee disappears, | 
And Death's dark frown no terror wears. 
Il, | 
So full into the breast of man descends 
Thy 1ich ambrosial shower ; 
A shower, that gold, that parents far transcends, 
Or, sleep's soft-soothing power, 
I, 
By thee ALC1DEs $oar'd to fame, 
Thy influence LEDa's twins proclaim ; 
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Heroes for thee have dauntless trod | 
The dreary paths of hell's abode; 
 Fir'd by thy form, all beamy bright, 
Atarneus' nursling left the light. 
FD | 

His deeds, his $ocial love (so will the Nine, 

Proud to spread wide the praise 
Of friendship and of friendly Jove) sþall shine 

With ever-living rays. 


Fa 


ODE V. 


i 


c FROM ARISTOTLE'sS 


PAEAN TO VIRTUE. 


C_—_NDDDDDD_—_—_——__ 


BY THE REVEREND 
R. SHEPHERD, D.D. 


V:eru E, stern Tutress, hail! 
Hail thou, whose guidance trains 

In life's rough paths the delegated youth ; 

Each thought, each enterprising deed arraigns 

At the tribunal of impartial Truth: 

What charms attraCtive grace thy modest mien, 

Or in Religion's snow-white veil, 
Or unstain'd robes of Honor drest ; 

Thy eye how bold, yet mild ; how rigid, yet serene! 
 Thine, virgin, was the genial fire 
| That glow'd in each heroic breast ; 

And prompted to aspire, | 
On Merit's field to win an honor*d name i 
In the bright annals of distinguish'd fame : 
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Bade them the deathless crown of Glory seize; 
The crown, that, cull'd from Labor's arduous grove, 
The sister Graces for his temples wove, 
Who dar*d, amidst a loose and venal state, 
Look down superior to th' alluring bait, 
And spurn the sluggard bed of downy ease. 
II, | 
O say, what 8oul-supporting thought 
In that dread hour inspir'd th* Athenian sage 
When, victim to a fa&tion's rage, 
Unmoy*d he quaff*d the fatal bowl : 
Thy influence fortified his soul, 
And tempered to his taste the bitter draught. 
Robed in Religion's purer vest, 
Whilst every heighten'd charm more fair appeared, 
Martyrs thy consecrated form confessed. 
Hail'd Truth's bright dictates, and thy power revered. 
Nor lure, nor threats their fixt resolves could shake, 
For thee they $oared above the narrow views, 
The scenes that more contracted minds amuse, 
And smil'd amidst the tortures of the'stake. 
| I. 
Estrang'd from Pleasure's soft embrace, 
 Whoeer aspires in Glory's race 
| By proof of many a noble deed 
To win the prize for him decreed. 
Who Virtue's height attains ; 
His name the Muse, chaste Virtue's friend, 
Shall bid, emblaz'd in purest-strains, 
To the bold arch of Heaven ascend: 
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And whilst the golden numbers flow, 
Where all the Graces all their influence breathe, 


Fair Fame with never-fading wreath 
Shall deck his laurell'd brow. 
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ODE VI. 


TO 


THE MUSE. 


FROM DIONYSIUS, 


ce ——mem—eg—nct 
— 


| — _—_ _— 


BY THE REVEREND 
JAMES MERRICK, M.A. 


—_—— — 


LExp thy voice, celestial Maid : 
Through thy vocal grove convey*d, 
Let a sudden call from thee 

Wake my soul to harmony. 


Raise, oh ! raise the hallow'd strain, 
Mistress of the tuneful train, | 
And thou, sacred source of light, 
Author of our mystic rite, 

Thou whom erst Latona bore 

On the sea-girt Delian $hore, 
Join the fav*ring Muse, and shed 
All thy influence on my head, 


—_ —— — — 
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ODE VII. 


TO 


APOLLO. 


By the Same. 


l 


Be $till, ye vaulted skies! be Still, 
Each hollow vale, each echoing hill! 
Let earth and seas, and winds attend : 
Ye birds awhile your notes suspend ; 
Be hash'd each sound ; behold him nigh, 
Parent of sacred harmony ; 
He comes! his unshora hair behind 
Loose floating to the wanton wind, 
Hail, Sire of day! whose rosy car, 
Tarough the pathless fields of air, 
By the winged coursers borne, 
Opes the eyelids of the Morn. 
Thou, whose locks their light display 
O'er the wide actherial way, 
Wreathing their united rays 
Into one promiscuous blaze. 
Under thy all-seeing eye 
Earth's zemotest corners lie ; 
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While, in thy repeated course, 
Issuing from thy fruitful source, 
Floods of fire incessant stray, 
Streams of everlasting day. 
Round thy sphere the starry throng, 
Varying sweet their ceaseless song, 
(While their vivid flames on high 
Deck the clear untroubled sky,) 
To the tuneful lyre advance, 
Joining in the mystic dance, 

And with step alternate beat, 

Old Olympus! lofty seat. 

At their head the wakeful Moon 
Drives her milkwhite heifers on, 
And with measur'd pace and even 
Glides around the vast of heaven, 
Journeying with unwearied force, 
And rejoicing m her course. 
Time attends with swift career, 
And forms the circle of the year. 
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ODE VIII. 


TO 


NEMESIS. 


—— 
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By the Same. 
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Nemes1s, whose dreaded weight 
Turns the scale of human fate; 
On whose front black terrors dwell, 
Daughter dire of Justice, hail! 
Thou whose adamantine rein 
Curbs the arrogant and vain. 
Wrong and force before thee die, 
Envy shuns thy searching eye, 
And, her sable wings outspread, 
Flies to hide her hated head. 
Where thy wheel with restless round 
Runs along th* unprinted ground, 
Humbled there, at thy decree, 
Human greatness bows the knee, 
Thine it 1s unseen to trace 
Step by step each mortal's pace : 
Thine the sons of Pride to check, 
And to bend the stubbora neck, 
"—w3 
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*Till our lives directed stand 

By the measure in thy hand, 
Thou observant s1it*st on high 
With bent brow and stedfast eye, 
Weighing all that meets thy view 
In thy balance just and true. 
Goddess, look provitious down, 
View us, but without a frown, 
Nemesis, whose dreaded weight 
Turns the scale of human fate. 


Nemesis, be still our theme, 

Power immortal and supreme ! 
Thee we praise ; nor thee alone, 
But add the partner of thy throne, 
Thee and Justice both we sing, 
Justice, whose unwearied wing 
Rears aloft the virtuous name 

_ Safe from hell's rapacious claim ; 
And, when thou thy wrath hast shed, 
Turns it from the guiltless head. 
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ODE II, 


Page 6. Br the Kalender of the Roman Church 
the 22d of November was set apart to the honor of 
St. Cecilia, and religiously observed in most parts of 
Europe. She was eminent for her beauty, and skil 
in music, and died a martyr to the Christian religion. 
Near the close of the last century a splendid entertain- 
ment was instituted in commemoration of her, and 
annually celebrated at Stationer*s-hall. It became 
fashionable for writers of all ranks to celebrate - the 
Saint, and their compositions were set by the greatest 
masters ia Music, Dryden's Ode was written for 
one of these occasions, GY 


Ibid, JouN OLDmyam (sn 'of a Nonconforming 
minister, who, at the time of theUsurpation, was 
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rector of Shipton in Gloucestershire) born Aug. 9, 
1653, was a bachelor of Edmund Hall, Oxford, in 
1674, and s00n alter usher to the free school at Croy- 
don. In this situation, some of his poetry having 
been handed about, he was honored with a visit by the. 
Earls of Rochester and Dorset, Sir Charles Sedley, and 
other persons of distinction. In 1678 he was tutor to 
the son of Judge Thurland, and in 1681 to a son of 
Sir Wilham Hickes. By the advice of Sir William, and 
the assistance of Dr. Lowther, he applied, for about a 
year, to the study of physic ; but, poetry being pre- 
dominant, he hastened to London, and became a per- 
fect votary to the bottle, yet without simking into the 
debauchery of his contemporary wits. As he was of 
a very different turn from his father, the character of 
the old parson, at the end of his works, 1s suppgsed to 
have been designed for him. It is perhaps the mot 
extravagant caricature that ever was drawn. He was 
patronized by the Earl of Kingston, who would have 
made him his chaplain if he would have qualified him- 
Self. He lived with the Earl, however, till his death, 
which was occasioned by the small-pox, Dec. g, 1683. 
He was particularly esteemed by Mr. Dryden, who 
| has done him great justice in © Verses to his Memory," 
(English Poets, vol. xiv. p. 161.) His works have 
been frequently printed in one volume, 8vo; in 1722 
ja two volumes 12mo. with the Author's Lite ; and 


lately, under the inspection of Captain Thompson, in 
three volumes,. 12mo,”? 
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_ ODE IIL. 


Pageg. Of this Writer Mr. Nichoils has given 
the following account : | 

Thomas Shadwell, Esq. (of a good family in Stafford- 
hire) born at his father's seat at Stanton-Hall in Nor- 
folk, about 1640, was educated at Caius College, Cam- 
bridge ; and, after studying the law for some time in 
the Middle Temple, went abroad. On his return, he 
$00n introduced himself by his dramatic writings to 
persons of the first consequence; and obtained on the 
Revolution the office of Poet Laureat. © The revenue, 
$ays Dr. Johnzon,** which Dryden had enjoyed with $0 
much praise, was transferred to Shadwell, an old ene- 
'my, whom he had formerly stigmatised by the name of 
Og. Dryden could not decently complain that he was 
deposed ; but seemed very angry that Shadwell suc- 
ceeded him, and has therefore celebrated the intruder's 
inauguration in a poem exquisitely satirical, called 
Mac Fleckno,”* It has been well observed by another 
able writer, ©* that a satirist never pays the least re- 
gard to truth, when it interferes with tbe gratification of 
his resentment or spleen.”* Nothing can be falser than 
the 1dea intended to be conveyed in the following 
couplet : 

« Others to some faint meaning make pretence, 
But Shadwell never deviates into sense.” 


Mr. Shadwell was far infertor to Dryden ; but Shad- 
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well did not write nonsense. Many of his comedies 
have fine strokes of humor, and abound in original 
characters, strongly marked and well sustained. He 
had an uncommon quickness of writing, The Earl of 
Rochester, who has observed that 

« None $eem to touch upon true comedy 

But hasty Shadwell and slow Wicherley,” 


had still a better opinion of his conversation than of 
his writings ; for he said, * that if he had burnt all he 
wrote, and printed all he spoke, he would have had 
more wit and humor than any other poet.” He was 
a great favorite with Otway, who $shared with him 
in the contempt of Dryden. He died Dec. 9g, 1692 ; 
and a white marble monument, with his bust, was 
placed in Westminster Abbey by his son, Sir John 
Shadwell, physician to King George II. He wrote 
17 plays, which need not be here enumerated; and 
was author of several small poems; the chief of which 
are, 1. the Ode here printed; 2. A congratulatory 
Poem on the Prince of Orange's coming to England ; 


3- another on Queen Mary; and 4. a translation of the 
tenth Satire of Juvenal. 


ODE IV. 


P. 12. The Author of this Ode was son of Major Nicho- | IF 
las Brady (an officer of the king's army in the rebellion WR 
of 1641,) and of Martha daughter of Luke Gernon (a Wi 


' Judge of singular meekness and probity). He was born - 
at Bandon in the county of Cork, Oct, 28, 1659, aud Wi 
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educated at St. Finberry's, in that county, under Dr. 
Tindall, till he was twelve years of age, when he was 
removed to Westminster school, where he was chosen 
king*s scholar, and thence elected student of Christ 
Church, Oxford. Dr. Busby had always a particular 
regard for him; and at both those ele&tions he was 
first and captain among all the candidates : after con- 
tinuing at Oxford about four years, he went to Dublin, 
where his father resided; at which university he im- 
mediately commenced B.A. and the following year 
M.A. When of due standing, the diploma for the 
degree of D.D. was, upon account of his uncommon 
merit, presented to him from that University while he 
was in England, and brought over by Dr. Pratt, then 
senior travelling-fellow, and afterwards provost of 
that college. 

His first preferment in the church was to a prebend, 
in the cathedral of St. Bury's in the city of Cork, anda 
to the parish of Kinaglarchy, in the county of Cork ; 
to which he was collated by Bisghop Wettenhall, to 
whom he was domestic chaplain, He was a zealous 


promoter of the Revolution, and an eminent sufferer 
for it. | 


In 1690, when the troubles broke out in Ireland, by 
his interest with Gen. Mac Carty, Dr. Brady thrice pre- 
vented the burning of Bandon town, after'three several 
orders from King James to destroy it. The same year, 
having been deput2d' by the people of Bandon, he 
- went over to England, to petition the parliament for a 


- . redress of some grievances they had suffered. During 
his stay there, and to the time of his -death, hewas in 
the highest esteem among all:ranks of -persons in that 
kingdom, for his eminent attachment to the true in. 
terest of his country. 

| June 29, 1690 he married Laetitia, daughter of Dr. 
Synge, archdeacon-of 'Cork, and a near relation of the 
bishop of that name. By 'this lady he had four sons 
and four daughters. Havimg quitted 'his preferments 
in Ireland, he settled in London, where he became 
noted for his abilities in "the 'pulpit, and was elefted 
minister of St. "Catharine Creechurch, in r691, and 
lecturer of St. Michael, Wood-street. He-s800n after, 
in conjunEtion with 'Mr. Tate, undertook a new ver- 

Sion of the Psalms, which have since (though Brady's 
Share of it incurred the ridicule of Swift in his « 'Re- 
marks on 'Gibbs,””) been adopted 'm a considerable 
number of our parish-churches. Whilst he was en- 
paged in this undertaking, he retired to Richmond in 

Surrey ; and, in consequence of the thigh esteem- en- 
tertained for him by the gentlemen of thatvillage, was 
invited to accept'the office of their minister. The vt- 
carage of Stratford upon Avon was presented to him 

by the great Earl of Dorset ; andthe rectory of Clap- 

ham in Surrey by Dame Rebekah. Atkins, relict of Sir 

Richard Atkins, bart. This rectory he held, with 

Richmond, till his death. He was also chaplain to the 

duke of Ormond's troop of horse-guards, as he was to 

King William and Queen Mary, and afterwards to 


NOTES, x69 
Queen Anne. 'The whole of his preferments, which 
were in very pleasant and eligible s1tuations, amounted 


to six hundred pounds a-year, 


His qualifications, it is said,. would have raised him 


to some of the greatest dignities in the church, if the 
Singular humanity and benevolence of his disposition 
would have suffered him to have run in with the vehe- 
mence of either prevailing party, or had he not settled 
in a country where he was regarded as a foreigner. 

Dr. Brady wrote a play, called ©* The Rape, or The 
* Innocent Impostors, a Tragedy, aGted at Drury- 
« Lane, 1692," and published in 4to, in that year, 
with his name. He died March 20, 1726, in the 67th 
year of his age, leaving behind him the charaGter of 
being a person of a most obliging, sweet, affable tem- 
per, a polite gentleman, an excellent preacher, and a 
pood poet, His publications are, 1. The Version of 
the Psalms ;' 2. The ZEneids .of Virgil, published by 
$ubscription, 2 vols. 8yo. the last of them in 1726, He 
also published, 1n his life time, two volumes of Ser- 
mons, printed at London in 1704 and 1706 ; to which 
a third (posthumous) volume, was added in 1730.” 


ODE VIII. 


Page 26. This Ode was 8t by Dr. Greene, and 
performed as the a for his degree of Dottor at Cam- 
bridge, with singular applause; in testimony of which 
= the Doftor was honored with the-professorship of mu- 
BE ic in thatuniversity, Mr. Pope condescended to make 
Pal. XV1II. "2. | 
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considerable alterations in the poem, to accommodate 
it to Dr. Greene's purpose, and at his request to insert 
the third stanza. See Sir John Hawkins's History of 
Music, vol. v. p. 328. tf» | 


ODE XVI. 


Page 65. Having given the celebrated burlesque of 
Bonnel Thornton upon the Odes in honor of St. Ce- 
cilia, that by Mr. Ellis on the exaggerated effe&ts of 
music may not be improperly added, 


ODE XVII. 


Page 73. Dr. Benjamin Hoadly, eldest son of the 
great bishop of Winchester, was born Feb. 10, 1705-6, 
and educated at Hackney ; whence he went to Benet W 
College, Cambridge. When George the Second vi- 
sited that university, in the year 1728, his name was Wl 
included in the list of the Dodtors to be created in M 
Physic ; but by an accident, he received not his degree 
until a month after. He was very early appointed Wi 
physician to his Majesty's household, and besides the 9 
celebrated Comedy of the Suspicious Husband, &c, was 
Author of several pieces in his own profession. He mn 
died at his house in Chelsea, in the life-time of his * 
father, August 10, 1757. | 8 


ODE XXI1.. 


Page 105. This truly extraordinary genius, says Mr , 
Nichols, is supposed to have been born in 1672 (ou 


EO 
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rather not quite $0 early). He was sent to Eaton when 
ten years old, and thence to Christ-Church, Oxford; 
where he received the title of L.L.D. August 27, 1702. 
He married his first lady (Frances, daughter of Sir H. 
Winchcomb, of Bucklebury) in 1700; and took his 
Seat in the House of Commons for Wooton Basset the 
same year, Having greatly distinguished himselt in that 
as>embly, he was appointed Szcretary at War, April 20, 
1704, and resigned Feb. 12, 1707-8. He sncceeded Mr. 
Boyle as Secretary of State, Sept. 21, 1710: was cre- 
ated Baron St. John and Viscount Bolingbroke, July 7, 
1712; an honour which he received with much re- 
luftance,' having been disappointed of an Earldom (ex- 
tint on the death of Paulet St. John, Earl Boling- 
broke, Oct. 5, 1711) and of the Garter; and was 
made Lord-Lieutenant and Custos Rotulorum of the 
county of Essex, Oct. 24, 1713. 

On the accession of King George, the seals were 
taken from him, and all the papers in his office secured. 
Soon after the meeting of the new Parliament, per- 
ceiving himself in danger, he withdrew into France. 
On his arrival at Paris, he received an invitation from 
the Pretender to enter into his service, which he de- 
clined, and endeavoured to soften his prosecution at 
home. Retiring to Dauphine, he continued there till 


July 1725, when he accepted a second offer of the seals 


trom the Pretender, Having been discarded from the 
Chevalier's service before that year was well expired, 


== he set to work in earnest to make his peace at home z 


Q 2 


DC E__— 
and procured a promase of pardon, on certain condi- 
tions, from the King ; who, July 2, 1716, created his 
father Baron of Battersea and Viscount St. John. 

In 1717, Lord Bolingbroke drew up a vindication 


of his whole condu@t with respect to the Tories, in the | IP 


form of a letter to Sir W. Wyndham, which is written - 
with the utmost elegance and address, and abounds 

with interesting and entertaining anecdotes. His Ma- | 
jesty having granted him a full and free pardon, May 28, 
1723, he returned to his native country in June, WR 
at the very jun&ture when Bishop Atterbury was ba- Wl 
nighed. Obtaining an a& of Parliament in May 1725, Wt 
to restore him to his family inheritance, and to enable 
| him to possess any purchase he should make, he pitched 
upon Dawley, in Middlesex ; where he amused himself 
in rurah employments, and in corresponding and 
conversing with a few sele& friends. He remained, 
however, still a mere titular Lord, not being admitted 
to take his seat in Parliament. Inflamed with this taint, 
he again entered upon the public stage, and embarked 
strongly in opposition against Sir Robert Walpole; 
which he carried on with inimitable spirit, till, in 1735s, 
on a disagreement with his principal coadjutors, he 
retired to France, with a full resolution never more to 
engage in public business. On the death of his father, 
at the age of ninety, in April 1742, he settled at Bat- 
tersea, the ancient seat of the family, where he passed 
the remainder of his days in the highest dignity ; and 
died Dec. 15, 3751, During the latter part of his life, 
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he was much in the confidence of Frederick Prince of 
Wales, father to his present Majesty ; and is supposed 
to have been the adyiser of the most nnportant steps 
taken by that Prince in his political conduct. His 


Lordship's second lady was the Dowager Marchioness 


de Vilette, niece to Madam de Maintenon. 

The political charatter of Lord Bolingbroke 1s fully 
discussed in the © Supplement to Swift.” Mr, Wal- 
pole says, © With the most agreeable talents in the 
world, and with great parts, Lord Bolingbroke was 
neither happy nor successful. He wrote against the 


King, who had forgiven him; against Sir Robert 


Walpole, who did forgive him ; against the Pretender 
and the Clergy, who never will forgive him. He 1s 
one of our best writers ; though his attacks on all go- 
vernments and all religions (neither of which he cared 
diretly to own) have necessarily involved his style in 
a want of perspicuity.”* Two prologues by him are 
here printed ; his verses to Clara are in Dodsley's Mis- 
cellanies ; and Mr. Walpole, who says ©* Lord Boling- 
broke had a natural and easy turn for poetry,” men- 
tions © an 1ronical copy of verses in praise of the 
Chef-d*oeuvre d'un Inconnu, prefixed to that book. 
The initial letters subjoined stand for his Lordalup' $ 
name, titles, and employments, in Latin.” 


107. And make bis matchless poem all their care:] The 


Dispensary. 


108. The mournful STREPHON {aid4;}] Lord Lans- 
downe. 
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Ib. With MIRA he begins his lays,) The Countess of 
N2wbourg ; against whom Dr. King wrote * The 
Toast,”* when she was grown old and ugly. 

114, But to ENDYMION was her love confin'd.] The 
last thought and the last line are taken from a paper of 
verses of Lord Lansdowne's. I think myself obliged 
to own the debt, though I am unable to pay it. H. 
ST. JOHN. 


ODE XXVIIT. 


Page 126. The Society, on whose institution this 
Ode was written, was not of long continuance; its 
sudden decay being principally occasioned by the loss 
of a very ingenious and s$pirited member, now res1- 
dent in Germany. The Author, who has $0 recently 
augmented his reputation by the elegant History of 
Lorenzo de Medicis, is not without hopes that a So- 
ciety of a similar nature will be one day established in 
Liverpool : but however that may be, he expresses 
himself happy in the refle&tion, that in this poem, 
and, it may be added, in his other writings, he has at- 
tempted to promote © the arts he loves,” and to abate 
that spirit of enterprize, and thirst of gain, which, 
when too much indulged, is seldom productive either 
_ of virtue or happiness, 


ODE XXVIII. 


Page 137. Of Burton's generous mind, and thy creating 
hand !] The picture was given to the chapel at Win- 
chester by Mr, Burton. 


' NOTES ON ODES 
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ODE I. 


Page 142. EUPOL1s was a Greek poet, contemporary 
with Aristophanes. 

Ib. E1or Iao; Thee we Sa] Names attributed to 
the Deity. 

Page 143. Thus like thy golden chain on high,] See 
Homer's Iliad, book vii. the beginning. 

1b. EIRESIONE we'll no more,)] This word signifies an 
olive-branch, wrapt round with wool, and ornamented 
with grapes, and different kinds of fruits, which the 
antients used to hang before the doors of their houses, 
by way of charm, to prevent famine. 

Page 144. Fam'd HECADEM, old hero, lies,] Pro- 
bably this word means Cadmus, 


146. And yet a greater hero Jar] The MEss1an, 
foretold by Socrates. 


ODE 11. 


Page 147. CLEANTHES, the original Author, was a 
stoic philosopher, and disciple of Zeno. He wrote 
many pieces, none of which are come down to us, but 


% 
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this, and a few fragments, printed by H. Stephens, in 
a colle&tion of philosophical' poems, It must give 
every sensible man pleasure, to find $uch just senti- 
ments of the Deity in a heathen, and so much poetry 
in a philosopher. 


ODE 111. 


_ Page 150, This version was made by Mr. West, at 
the request of his friend, the celebrated Dr. Doddridge, 
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